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SueaKing to yourselves i psalms and hymns and spiritual songs, singing and making meUxt; 
in your heart to the Lord. Eph. v. 19. 
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THE spgice 'usually given to ;ptefsU^ ,will be found -filled with music, but some few 
features call for mention. c -.. 

, c ; 'T he' .book is diMded inxo'' c two naits, whi<;hj!r,<}ugbly speaking, contain The old, stand- 
' ardrhynins: and tunes^ in the' firs/; ^h&^he lafter, p<Spular hymns, of the " Gospel Songs " 
variety, in the second. 

The style, here adopted, of placing the hymn at the right of its tune, in. many cases, 
i -.tead of atar^rs below it, will Sid favor .with music-readers, after a short experience, 
.ins tf&UlVaypeat advantages in making up such a work. 

iVLagOOTincing a hymn, I. take the liberty to recommend that it be done solely by 
the number, without mention of the page. It will also be well to name the tune, as, 
usually, the inus;c on pages facing each other is adapted to all the hymns on those pages. 

The Analytical Index is arranged on the best model known to me. I hope it will be 
found very serviceable. 

Among many to whom this work is greatly indebted, I desire to especially recognize 
Messrs. J. H. ROSECRANS, J. P. POWELL, J. R. MURRAY, E. S. LORENZ, T. C. O'KANE, and 
my brother FRED musical friends ; and also Elder L. H. JAMESON, to whose authorship 
and proficiency, both in letters and music, I am under many obligations. These, and a 
multitude of correspondents, will pardon, for the sake of brevity, this slight acknowledg- 
ment of numerous and signal favors. 

With these few indications, the public will dismiss my editorial labors, and forget theni 
in the wealth of sacred song which it has been my privilege to select from the vast treas- 
ure-house of Christian psalmody. Trusting that the selection.will meet the approval of all 
who desire pure, lervent congregational worship, I commit it to the blessing of the Father 
and the favor of His children. 

JAS. H. FlLLMORE. 

CINCINNATI,. Tuly 20, 1882. 



PREFACE TO PART THIRD. 



PART THIRD of the ' ' HYMN AND TONE BOOK " is a continuation of the class of songs in 
Part Second. 

As the selections are chiefly reprint, it is proper to say that the compilation has been 
made with the assistance of a large number of popular singers, leaders, evangelists, and 
preachers. Such pieces only have been inserted as have proved by actual trial and use in 
public gatherings to be of more than ordinary merit. 

All that were suggested could not be used, as the size of the book was limited; but lead 
ers need have no doubts as to the popularity of those inserted, when once they are intro- 
duced to the people. 

The many who have so kindly assisted me will please to accept my sincere thanks. 

Again " committing the book to the blessing of the Father and the favor of His chil- 
dren," I send it forth on its mission. 

JAS. H. FILLMORE. 

CINCINNATI, August, 1887. 
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Praise him who is all praise a - bove, The source of wis-dom and of love. 
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AWAKE, my tongue, thy tribute bring 
To him who gave thee power to sing; 
Praise him who is all praise above, 
Tlie source of wisdom and of love. 

2 How vast his knowledge! how profound! 
A deep where all our thoughts are drowned; 
The stars he numbers, and their names 
1 Ue gives to all those heavenly flames. 

3 Thro' each bright world above, behold 
Ten thousand thousand charms unfold ; 
Earth, air, and mighty seas combine 
To speak his wisdom all divine. 

4 But in redemption, O what grace ! 
Its wonders, O what thought can trace! 
Here wisuom shines forever bright; 
Praise him, my soul, with sweet delight. 

JOHN NEBDHAM. 



JEHON.AJT reigns; his throne is high, 
His robes are light and majesty ; 
His glory shines with beams so bright 
No mortal can sustain the sight. 

2 His terrors keep the world in awe 
His justice guards his ho]y law ; 
His love reveals a smiling face ; 
His truth and promise seal the gracs 

3 Thro' all his works his wisdom shine* 
And baffles Satan's deep designs ; 
His power is sovereign to fulfill 
The noblest counsels of his will. 

4 And will this glorious Lord descent* 
To be my Father and my Friend ? 
Then let my songs with angels join; 
Heaven is secure, if God be mine. 

ISAAC WATT* 
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BEFORE Jehovah's awful throne, 
Ye nations, bow with sacred joy ; 

Know that the Lord is God alone; 
He can create, and he destroy. 

2 His sovereign power, without our aid, 
Made us of clay, and formed us men ; 

And when like wandering sheep we strayed, 
He brought us to his fold again. 

3 We are his people, we his care 
Our souls, and all our mortal frame ; 

What lasting honors shall we rear, 
Almighty Maker, to thy name ? 

4 We'll crowd thy gates with thankful songs, 
High as the heavens our voices raise ; 

And earth, with her ten thousand tongues, 
Shall fill thy courts with sounding praise. 

5 Wide as the world is thy command; 
Vast as eternity thy love ; 

Firm as a rock thy truth shall stand, 
When rolling years shall cease to move. 

ISAAC WATTS. 

4 

FROM all that dwell below the skies, 
Let the Creator's praise arise ; 
Let the Eedeemer's name be sung 
Through every land, by every tongue. 

2 Eternal are thy mercies, Lord ; 
Eternal truth attends thy word ; 
Thy praise shall sound from shore to shore 
Till suns shall rise and set no more. 

ISAAC WATTS. 



THEE we adore, eternal Lord; 
We praise thy name with one accord; 
Thy saints, who here thy goodness see, 
Thro' all the world do worship thee. 

2 To thee aloud all angels cry, 

The heavens and all the nowers on high; 
Thee, holy, holy, holy lung, 
Lord God of hosts, they ever sing. 

3 Th' apostles join the glorious threng; 
The prophets swell th' immortal song; 
The martyrs' noble army raise 
Eternal anthems to thy praise. 

4 From day to day, O Lord, do we 
Highly exalt and honor thee ; 
Thy name we worship and adore, 
World without end, for evermore. 

THOS. COTTERILL. 

6 

KINGDOMS and thrones to God belong: 
Crown him, ye nations, in your song; 
His wondrous name and power rehearse: 
His honors shall enrich your verse. 

2 He rides and thunders through the sky; 
His name, Jehovah, sounds on high ; 
Praise him aloud, ye sons of grace ; 
Ye saints, rejoice before his face. 

3 God is our shield, our joy, our rest; 
God is our King : proclaim nim blest. 
When terrors rise, when nations faint, 
He is the strength of every saint. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
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ERE mountains reared their forms sublime, 
Or heaven and earth hi order stood ; 

Before the birth of ancient time, 
From everlasting, thou art God. 

2 A thousand ages, in their flight, 
With thee lire as a fleeting day ; 

Past, present, future, to thy sight 
At once their various scenes display. 



UPTON. L. M, 
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3 But our brief life's a shadowy dream 
A passing thought, that soon is o'er 

That fades with morning's earliest beam, 
And fills the musing mind no more, 

4 To us, O Lord, the wisdom give 
Each passing moment so to spend 

That we at length with thee may live, 
Where life and bliss shall never end. 

: HARRIET AUBER. 

FROM "BASONS' SACRED HARP." 
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God of my life, to thee belong Touched by thy love, each tuneful ohoid 

The grateful heart, the joyful song; Eesonnds the goodness of the Lord- 




GOD of my life, to thee belong 
The grateful heart, the joyful song; 
Touched by thy love, each toneM chord 
.'abounds the goodness of the Lord. 

2 Yet why, dear Lord, this tender care? 
Why iloth thy hand so kindly rear 
A useless cumberer of the ground, 
On which so little fruit is found ? 

3 Still lot the barren fig-tree stand, 
Upheld and fostered by thy hand ; 
And let its fruit and verdure be 

A grateful tribute, Lord, to thee. 

E. SCOTT. 



WITH deepest m r rence at thy throne, 
Jehovah, peerle e s and unknown, 
Our feeble spirits strive, in vain, 
A glimpse of thee, great God, to gam. 

2 Who, by th^ closest search, can find 
Th' eternal, r ncreated Mind ? 

Nor men, nor angels can explore 
Thy heights of love, thy depths of power. 

3 That power we trace on every side: 
O may thy wisdom be our guide ! 
And white we live, and when we die, 
May thine almighty love be nigh. 

E. BUTCHER. 
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SERVANTS of God, in joyful lays 
Sing ye the Lord Jehovah's praise; 
His glorious name let all adore, 
From age .to age, for evermore. 

2 Who is like God? so great, so high, 
He bows himself to view the sky ; 
And yet, with condescending grace, 
Looks down upon the human race. 

3 He hears the uncomplaining moan 
Of those who sit and weep alone ; 
He lifts the mourner from the dust; 
In him the poor may safely trust. 

4 O then, aloud, in joyful lays, 
Sing to the Lord Jehovah's praise ; 
His saving name let all adore, 
From age to age, for evermore. 

JAMES MONTGOMERY. 

O IATVE beyond conception great, 
That formed the vast, stupendous plan, 

Where all divine perfections meet 
To reconcile rebellious man. 

2 There wisdom shines in fullest blaze, 
And justice all her right maintains; 

Astonished angels stoop to gaze, 
While mercy o'er the guilty reigns. 

3 Yes, mercy reigns, and justice too ; 
In Christ they both harmonious meet, 

tie paid to justice all her due, 
And now he fills the mercy-seat. 

UKKMOWK. 
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ERE the blue heavens were stretched abroad, 
From everlasting was the Word ; 

With God he was, the Word was God, 
And must divinely be adored. 

2 By his own power wer* all things made; 
By him supported, all things stand ; 

He is the whole creation's head, 
And angels fly at his command. 

3 But, lo ! he leaves those heavenly forms ; 
The Word descends and dwells in clay, 

That he may converse hold with worms, 
Dressed hi such feeble flesh as they. 

4 Archangels leave then 1 high abode 
To learn new mysteries here, and tell -'< 

The love of our descending God, 
The glories of Immanuel. 

ISAAC WATTS. 

GOD is the refuge of his saints, 
When storms of sharp distress invade; 

Ere we can offer our complaints, 
Behold him present with his aid, 

2 Let mountains from their seats be hurled 
Down to the deep, and buried there, 

Convulsions shake the solid world, 
Our faith shall never yield to fear. 

8 Zion enjoys her monarch's love, 
Secure against a threatening hour; 

Nor can her firm foundations move, 
Built on his truth, and armed with powet 

ISAAC WATTS, 
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WITH one consent let all the earth 
To God their cheerful voices raise ; 

Glad homage pay, with awful mirth, 
And sing before him songs of praise: 

2 Convinced that he is God alone, 
From whom both we and all proceed ; 

We, whom he chooses for his own, 
The flock that he vouchsafes to feed. 

3 enter, then, his temple gate, 
Thence to his courts devoutly press ; 

And still your grateful hymns repeat, 
And still his name with praises bless. 

4 For he's the Lord supremely good, 
His mercy is forever sure ; 

His truth, which always firmly stood, 
To endless ages shail endure. 

TATE AND BBADY. 

15 

JEHOVAH reigns ; he dwells in light, 
Arrayed with majesty and might ; 
The world, created by his hands, 
Htill on its firm foundation stands. 

'1 But ere this spacious world was made, 
Or had its first foundation laid, 
His throne eternal ages stood, 
Himself the Ever-living God. 

3 Forever shall his throne endure; 
His promise stands forever sure ; 
And everlasting holiness 
Becomes the dwellings of his grace. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
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THE Lord will come, the earth shall quake, 
The hills their fix&l seat forsake ; 
And withering, from the vault of nipht, 
The stars withdraw their feeble light. 

2 The Lord will come, but not the same 
As once in lowly form he came ; 

A silent Lamb to slaughter led, 

The bruised, the suffering, and the dead. 

3 The Lord will come a dreadful form, 
With wreath of flame, and robe of storm, 
On cherub wings, and wings of wind, 
Anointed Judge of human kind. 

4 While sinners in dispair shall call, 
" Rocks, hide us ! mountains, on us fall! " 
The saints, ascending from the tomb, 
Shall joyful sing, " The Lord is come! " 

REGINALD HBBBK. 

17 

THE Lord is King ! Lift up thy voice, 
O earth ! and all ye heavens, rejoice ! 
From world to world the joy shall ring 
" The Lord omnipotent is King! " 

2 The Lord is King! Who then shall dare 
Resist his will, distrust his care ? 
Holy and true are all his ways ; 

Let every creature speak his praise. 

3 O when his wisdom can mistake, 
His might decay, his love forsake, 
Then may his children cease to sing 
" The Lord omnipotent is King ! " 

JOtXAH CONDBS. 
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heaven thy praises sing, And saints on earth thy love proclaim, 

And saints on earth thy love proclaim. 
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ETERNAL God, celestial King, 
Exalted be thy glorious name; 

Let hosts in heaven thy praises sing, . 
And saints on earth thy love proclaim. 

2 My heart is fixed on thee, my God; 
I rest my hope on thee alone ; 

I'll spread thy sacred truths abroad, 
To all mankind thy love make known. 

3 Awake, my tongue; awake, my lyre; 
With morning's earliest dawn arise ; 

To songs of joy my soul inspire, 
And swell your music to the skies. 

4 With those who in thy grace abound, 
To thee I'll raise my thankful voice, 

Till every land, the earth around, 
Shall hear, and in thy name rejoice. 

WM. WRANGHAM. 



PAEK STEEET. L. M. 



Now for a song of lofty praise 
To great Jehovah's only Son ; 

Awake, my voice, in heavenly lays, 
And tell the wonders he hath done. 

2 Sing how he left the worlds of light, 
And those bright robes he wore above; 

How swift and joyful was his flight, 
On wings of everlasting love ! 

3 Deep hi the shades of gloomy death 
Th' almighty Captive prisoner lay ; 

Th' almighty Captive left the earth, 
And rose to everlasting day. 

4 Among a thousand harps and songs, 
Jesus, the Lord, exalted reigns; 

His sacred name nils all their tongues, 
And echoes through the heavenly plains. 

ISAAC WATTS. 



FREDERICK M. A. VENUA. 




Sweet is the work, my God! my King! To praise thy name, give thanks and sing; 

To show thy love by 










morning light, And talk of all thy truth at night, And talk of all thy truth at night. 
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AWAKE, my soul, awake, my tongue, 
My God demands the grateful song; 
Let all my inmost powers record 
The wondrous mercy of the Lord. 

2 Divinely free his mercy flows, 
Forgives my sins, allays my woes, 
And bids approaching death remove, 
And crowns me with indulgent love. 

3 His mercy, with unchanging rays, 
Forever shines, while time decays; 
And children's children shall record 
The truth and goodness of the Lord. 

4 While all his works his praise proclaim, 
And men and angels bless his name, 
O let my heart, my life, my tongue 
Attend, and join the blissful song! 

rt . ANNE STEBLR. 

SWEET is the work, my God J my King ! 
To praise thy name, give thanks and sing; 
To show thy love by .morning light, 
And talk' of all thy truth at night. 

2 Sweet is the day of sacred rest ; 
No mortal care shall seize my breast; 
O may nay heart in tune be found, 
Like David's harp of solemn sound. 

3 My heart shall triumph in the Lord, 
And bless his works, and bless his word; 
Thy works of grace, how bright they shine! 
How deep thy counsels ! how divine! 

ISAAC WATTS. 



HIGH in the heavens, eternal God, 
Thy goodness in full glory shines; 

Thy truth shall break through every cloud 
That vails and darkens thy designs, 

2 Forever firm thy justice stands, 

As mountains their foundations keep : 
Wise are the wonders of thy hands; 
Thy judgments are a mighty deep. 

3 My God, how excellent thy grace, 
Whence all our hope and comfort spring; 

The sons of Adam, in distress, 
Fly to the shadow of thy wing. 

4 Life, like a fountain, rich and free. 
Springs from the presence of my Lord ; 

And in thy light our souls shall see 
The glories promised in thy word. 

_ . _ . ' ISAAC WATTS. 
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TRIUMPHANT Lord,ithy goodness reigns 
Through all the wide, celestial plains; 
And its full streams unceasing flow 
Down to th ? abodes of men below. 

2 Through nature's work its glories shine; 
The cares of providence are thine ; 
And grace erects our ruined frame 
A fairer temple to thy name. 

3 O give to every human heart 



To taste and feel how 
With grateful love an( 



;ood thou art; 
reverent fear, 



To know how blest thy children are. 

P. D0DDRIDOB. 
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HAIL ! great Creator, wise and good ! 

To thee our songs we raise ; 
Nature, through all her various scenes, 

Invites us to thy praise. 

2 At morning, noon, and evening mild, 
Fresh wonders strike our view ; 

And, while we gaze, our hearts exult 
With transports ever new. 

3 Thy glory beams in every star 
Which gilds the gloom of night ; 

And decks the smiling face of morn 
With rays of cheerful light. 

4 And while, in all thy wondrous ways, 
Thy varied love we see ; 

O may our hearts, great God, be led 
Through all thy works to thee. 

25 

O GOD, our help in ages past, 
Our hope for years to come, 

Our shelter from the stormy blast, 
And our eternal home ! 

2 Beneath the shadow of thy throne 
Thy saints have dwelt secure ; 

Sufficient is thine arm, alone, 
And our defense is sure. 

3 Before the hills in order stood, 
Or earth received her frame, 

From everlasting thou art God, 
To endless years the same. 



4 A thousand ages in thy sight 
Are like an evening gone, 

Short as the watch that ends the night 
Before the rising sun. 

5 Time, like an ever-rolling stream, 
Bears all its sons away: 

They fly, forgotten, as a dream 
Dies at the opening day. 

6 O God, our help in ages past, 
Our hope for years to come, 

Be thou our guard while life shall last, 
And our eternal home ! 

_ Q ISAAC WATTS. 

2 O [TV? other tune, No. 563.'] 

JESUS, thou art the sinner's friend ; 

As such I look to thee : 
Now in the fullness of thy love, 

O Lord, remember me. 

2 Remember thy pure word of grace. 
Remember Calvary ; 

Remember all thy promises,. 
And then remember me. 

3 I own I'm guilty, own I'm vile ; 
Yet thy salvation's free : 

Then in thy all-abounding grace, 

Lord, remember me. 

4 And when I close my eyes in death. 
And creature helps all flee, 

Then, O my great Redeemer, Lord, 

1 pray, remember me. 

RICHARD BURNHAM. 
10 
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moves in a mysterious way 
His wonders to perform ; 
He plants bis footsteps on the sea, 
And rides upon the storm. 

2 Deep in unfathomable mines 

Of never-failing skill 
QCe treasures up his bright designs, 

And works his gracious will. 

i You fearful saints, fresh courage take; 

The clouds you so much dread 
Are big with mercy, and shall break 

In blessings on your head. 

t Judge not the Lord by feeble sense, 
But trust him for his grace ; 

Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a smiling face. 

5 His purposes will ripen fast, 

Unfolding every hour ; 
The bud may have a bitter taste, 

But sweet will be the flower. 

" Blind unbelief is sure to err, 
And scan his work in vain ; 

God is his own interpreter, 
And he will make it plain. 

no WILLIAM Cow PER. 

THY kingdom. Lord, forever stands, 
While earthly thrones decay; 

And time submits to thy commands, 
While ages roll away. 



2 Thy sovereign bounty freely gives 
Its unexhausted store ; 

And universal nature lives 
On thy sustaining power. 

3 Holy and just in all thy ways, 
Thy providence divine ; 

In all thy works, immortal rays 
.Of power and mercy shine. 

4 The praise of God delightful theme f 
Shall fill my heart and tongue ; 

Let all creation bless his name 
In one eternal song. 

._ _ ISAAC WATTS. 

O THOU, whose own vast temple stands 

Built over earth and sea, 
Accept the walls that human hands 

Have raised to worship thee. 

2 Lord, from thine inmost glory send, 
Within these Courts to bide, 

The peace that dwelleth, without end, 
Serenely by thy side. 

3 May erring minds that worship here, 
Be taught the better way ; 

And they who mourn, and they wio fear, 
Be strengthened as they pray. 

4 May faith grow firm, and love grow warm, 
And pure devotion rise, 

While round these hallowed walls the storm 
Of earth-born passion dies. 

W. C. BRYANT. 
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SONGS of immortal praise belong 

To my almighty God ; 
He has my heart, and he my tongue, 

To spread his name abroad. 

2 How great the works his hand has wrought! 
How glorious in our sight ! 

And men in every age have sought 
His wonders with delight. 

3 How most exact is nature's frame ! 
How wise th ; eternal mind ! 

His counsels never change the scheme 
That his first thoughts designed. 

4 "When he redeemed his chosen sons, 
He fixed his covenant sure ; 

The orders that his lips pronounce 
To endless years endure. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
BOOHESTEE. O.M. 
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1 SING th' almighty power of God, 
That made the mountains rise, 

That spread the flowing seas abroad, 
And built the lofty skies. 

2 I sing the wisdom that ordained 
The sun to rule the day ; 

The moon shines full at his command, 
And all the stare obey. 

3 I sing the goodness of the Lord, 
That filled the earth with food ; 

He formed the creatures with his word, 
And then pronounced them good. 

4 Creatures that borrow life from thee 
Are subject to thy care; 

There's not a place where we can flee, 
But God is present there. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
ISRAEL HOLDROYD. 
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JEHOVAH, God, thy gracious power 

On every hand we see; 
O may the blessings of each hour 

Lead all our thoughts to thee. 

2 If on the wings of morn we speed 
To earth's remotest bound, 

Thy hand will there our footsteps lead, 
Thy love our path, surround. 

\\ Thy power is in the ocean deeps, 

And reaches t^ the skies ; 
Thine eye of mercy never sleeps, 

Thy goodness never dies. 

4 From morn till noon, till latest eve, 
Thy hand, O God, we see ; 

And all the blessings we receive 
Proceed alone from thee. 

5 In all the varying scenes of time, 
On thee our hopes depend ; 

Through every age, in every elinie, 
Our Father, and our Friend. 

OO JOHN THOMSON. 

SWEET is the memory of thy grace, 
My God, my heavenly King ! 

Let age to age thy righteousness 
In sounds of glory sing. 

2 God reigns on high, but not confines 
His goodness to the skies ; 

Through the whole earth his bounty shines, 
And every want supplies. 
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3 With longing eyes thy cieatares wait 
On thee for daily food ; 

Thy liberal hand provides their meat v 
And fills their mouths with good. 

4 How kind are thy compassions, Lord! 
How slow thine anger moves I 

But soon he sends his pardoning word 
To cheer the souls he loves. 

5 Creatures, with all their endless race, 
Thy power and praise proclaim ; 

But saints, that taste thy richer grace, 
Delight to bless thy name. 

n/i ISAAC WATTS. 

BEHOLD the sure foundation-stone, - 

Which God in Zion lays, 
To build our heavenly hopes upon, 

And his eternal praise ! 

2 Chosen of God, to sinners dear, 
And saints adore the name ; 

They trust their whole salvation here, 
Nor shall they suffer shame. 

3 The foolish builders, scribe and pries*, 
Eeject it with disdain ; 

Yet on this Rock the Church shall rest, 
And envy rage in vain. 

4 What though the gates of hell withstood, 
Yet must this building rise ; 

'Tis thine owu work, Almighty God, 
And wondrous in our eyes. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
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BLEST be the everlasting God, 

The Father of our Lord ; 
Be his abounding mercy praised, 

His majesty adored. 

2 When from the dead he raised his Son, 
And called him to the sky, 

He gave our souls a lively hope 
That they should never die. 

3 What though the first man's sin requires 
Our flesh to see the dust; 

Yet as the Lord, our Saviour, rose, 
So all his followers must. 

4 There's an inheritance divine, 
Reserved against that day; 

'Tis uncorrupted, undefiled, 
And can not fade away. 

BRIDCKBIAU. O.M. 



5 Saints, by the power of God, are kepi 

Till the salvation come; 
We walk by faith as strangers here 

Till Christ shall take us home. 

o /5 ISAAC WATTS. 

oo 

How precious is the book divine, 

By inspiration given ! 
Bright as a lamp its precepts shine, 

To guide our souls to heaven. 

2 It sweetly cheers our drooping hearts 
In this dark vale of tears ; 

Life, light, and joy, it still imparts, 
And quells our rising fears. 

3 This lamp, through all the tedious night 
Of life, shall guide our way, 

Till we behold the clearer light 
Of an eternal day. j. FAWCETT. 

BEETHOVEN, ARR. BV GEO. KINGSLEY. 
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LONG as I live, I'll praise thy name, 
My King, my God of love ; 

My work and joy shall be the same 
In the bright world above. 

2 Great is the Lord, his power unknown, 
And let his praise be great ; 

I'll sing the honors of thy throne, 
Thy work of grace repeat. 

3 Thy grace shall dwell upon my tongue, 
And, while my lips rejoice, 

The men that hear my sacred song 
Shall join their cheerful voice. 

4 Fathers to sons shall teach thy name, 
And children learn thy ways ; 

Ages to come thy truth proclaim, 
And nations sound thy praise. 

Q ISAAC WATTS. 

GO 

AWAKE, awake the sacred song 
To our incarnate Lord ! 

Let every heart and every tongue 
Adore th' eternal Word ! 

2 That awful Word, that sovereign power, 
By whom the worlds were made 

O happy morn! illustrious hour! 
Was once in flesh arrayed ! 

3 Then shone almighty power and love, 
In all their glorious forms, 

When Jesus left his throne above, 
To dwell with sinful worms. 



4 Adoring angels tuned their songs 

To hail the joyful day ; 
With rapture, then, let mortal tongaes 

Then: grateful worship pay. 

OQ ANNE STEELE. 

WHAT glory gilds the sacred page, 

Majestic,lxke the sun ! 
It gives a light to every age ; 

It gives,but borrows none. 

2 The hand that gave it still supplies 
His gracious light and heat ; 

His truths upon the nations rise ; 
They rise, but never set. 

3 Let everlasting thanks be thine, . 
For such a bright display 

As makes the world of darkness shine 
With beams of heavenly day. 

4 My soul rejoices to pursue 
The paths of truth and love, 

Till glory breaks upon my view 
In brighter worlds above. 

WILLIAM COWPER. 
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LORD, let thy Spirit penetrate 
This heart and soul of mine ; 

And my whole being with thy grace 
Pervade, O Life divine ! 

2 As this clear air surrounds the earth, 
Thy grace around rne roll ; 

As the fresh light pervades the air, 
So pierce and fill my soul. 

HORATIUS BONAR. 
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HOLY, holy, holy! Lord God Almighty ! 
Early in the morning our song shall rise to thee ; 
Holy, holy, holy ! merciful and mighty ! 
God over all, and blest eternally. 

2 Holy, holy, holy ! all the saints adore thee, 

Casting down their golden crowns around the crystal sea; 
Cherubim and seraphim falling down before thee, 
Who wast, and art, and evermore shalt be. . 

3 Holy, holy, holy ! though the darkness hide thee, 
Though the eye of sinful man thy glory may not see ; 
Only thpu art holy, there is none beside thee ; 
Perfect in power, in love, and purity. 

4 Holy, holy, holy ! Lord God Almighty ! 

All thy works shall praise thy name, in earth, and sky, and sea; 
Holy, holy, holy ! merciful and mighty ! 
God over all, and blest eternally. 

REGINALD HEBBR alt. 
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O WORSHIP the King, all-glorious above, 
And gratefully sing his wonderful love ; 
Our Shield and Defender, the Ancient of days, 
Pavilioned in splendor,and girded with praise. 

2 Thy bountiful care, what tongue can recite ? 
It breathes in the air, it shines in the light ; 

It streams from the hills, it descends to the plain, 
And sweetly distills in the dew and the ram. 

3 Frail children of dust, and feeble as frail, 
In thee do we trust, nor find thee to fail; 

Thy mercies,how tender! how firm to the end, 
Our Maker, Defender, Redeemer, and Friend ! 

4 Our Father and God, how faithful thy love ! . 
While angels delight to hymn thee above, 

The humbler creation, though feeble their lays, 
With true adoration shall lisp to thy praise. 

43 

YE servants of God, -your Master proclaim, 
And publish abroad his wonderful name: 
The name, all- victorious, of Jesus extol ; 
His kingdom is glorious, and rules over all. 

2 God ruleth on high, almighty to save ; 
And still he is nigh, his presence we have: 
The great congregation his triumph shall sing, 
Ascribing salvation to Jesus our King. 

3 " Salvation to God, who sits on the throne," 
L'et all cry aloud, and honor the Son; 

Our Saviour's high praises the angels proclaim, 
Fall down on their faces, and worship the Lamb. 
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EARLY, my God, without delay, 

I haste to seek thy face ; 
My thirsty spirit faints away, 

Without thy cheering grace. 

2 So pilgrims on the scorching sand, 
Beneath a burning sky, 

Long for a cooling stream at hand ; 
And they must drink, or die. 

3 Not life itself, with all its joys, 
Can my best passions move, 

Or raise so high my cheerful voice 
As thy forgiving love. 

4 Thus, till my last, expiring day, 
I'll bless my God and King ; 

Thus will I lift my hands to pray, 
And tune my lips to sing. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
GENEVA. 0. M. 
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COME, ye that know and fear the Lord, 
And raise your souls above ; 

Let every heart and voice accord 
To sing that God is love. 

2 This precious truth his word declare^ 
And all his mercies prove ; 

While Christ, th' atoning Lamb, appear^ 
To show that God is love. 

3 Behold his loving-kindness waits 
For those who from him rove, 

And calls of mercy reach their hearts, 
To teach them God is love. 

4 O may we all, while here below, 
This best of blessings prove, 

Till warmer hearts, hi brighter worlds, 
Shall shout that God is love. 

G. BURDER. 

JOHN COLE. 
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YES, I will bless thee, O my God, 
Through all my mortal days, 

And to eternity prolong 
Thy vast, thy ooundless praise. 

2 Nor shall my tongue alone proclaim 
The honors of my God ; 

My life, with all its active powers, 
Shall spread thy praise abroad. 

3 Not death itself shall stop my song, 
Though death will close my eyes ; 

My thoughts shall then to nobler heights 
And sweeter raptures rise. 

4 There shall my lips, in endless praise, 
Their grateful tribute pay ; 

The theme demands an angel's tongue, 
And an eternal day. 

O. HEGINBOTHAM. 
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LORD, while for all mankind we pray 

Of every clime and coast, 
O hear us for our native land, 

The land we love the most. 

2 O guard our shores from every foe 
With peace our borders bless ; 

With prosperous times our cities crowa 
Our fields with plenteousness. 

3 Unite us in the sacred love 

Of knowledge, truth, and thee ; 
And let our hills and valleys shout 
The songs of liberty. 

4 Lord of the nations, thus to tbee 
Our country we commend ; 

Be thou her refuge and her trust, 
Her everlasting Friend. 

J. R. WREFC--D. 
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WHEN all thy mercies, O my God! 

My rising soul surveys, 
Transported with the view, I'm lost 

In wonder, love and praise. 

2 Unnumbered comforts on my soul 
Thy tender care bestowed, 

Before my infant heart conceived 
From- whom those comforts flowed. 

% When in the slippery paths of youth 
With heedless steps I ran, 



Thine arm, unseen, conveyed me safe 
And led me up to man. 

4 Ten thousand thousand precious %* 
My daily thanks employ ; 

Nor is the' least a cheerful heart 
That tastes those gifts with joy. 

5 Through all eternity, to thee 
A joyful song I'll raise ; 

But O ! eternity's too short 
To utter all thy praise ! 

J. AonuON, 
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GREAT is the Lord our God, 
And let his praise be great ; 

He makes his churches his abode, 
His most delightful seat. 

2 These temples of his grace, 
How beautiful they stand 

The honors of our native place, 
The bulwarks of our land ! 

3 In Zion God is known 
A refuge in distress ; 

How bright has his salvation shone 
Through all her palaces ! 

4 In every new distress 
We'll to his house repair; 

We'll think upon his wondrous grace, 
And seek deliverance there. 

ISAAC 
SWOIA, S. M. 
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O BLESS the Lord, my soul ! 

His mercies bear in mind ; 
Forget not all his benefits; 

The Lord to thee is kind. 

2 He will not always chide ; 
He will with patience wait ; 

His wrath is ever slow to rise, 
And ready to abate. 

3 He pardons all thy sins, 
Prolongs thy feeble breath ; 

He healeth thine infirmities, 
And ransoms thee from death. 

4 Then bless his holy name, 
Whose grace hath made thee whole, 

Whose loving-kindness crowns thy days; 
O bless the Lord, my soul ! 

ISAAC WATTS. 
' ANON. 
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COM!E, sound his praise abroad, 
And hymns of glory sing ; 

Jehovah is the sovereign God, 
The universal King. 

2 He formed the deeps unknown ; 
He gave the seas then- bound ; 

The watery worlds are all his own, 
And all the solid ground. 

3 Come, worship at his throne ; 
Come, bow before the Lord ; 

We are his work, and not our own ; 
He formed us by his word. 

4 To-day attend his voice, 
Nor dare provoke his rod ; 

Come, like the people of his choice, 
And own your gracious God. 

-f* ISAAC WATTS. 

o2 

THE Lord Jehovah reigns : 

Let all the nations fear ; 
Let sinners tremble at his throne, 

And saints be humble there. 

2 Jesus, the Saviour, reigns ; 

Let earth adore its Lord ; 
Bright cherubs his attendants wait, 

Swift to fulfill his word. 

5 In Zion stands his throne ; 
His honors are divine ; 

His Church shall make his wonders known, 

T^sVn J-V. .. "Li 1 I _T_ _ _ _ 



For there his glories shine. 



4 How holy is his name ! 

How fearful is his praise ! 
Justice, and truth, and judgment join 

In all the works of grace. 

_ ISAAC WATTS. 

o3 

MY soul, repeat his praise, 
Whose mercies are so great; 

Whose anger is so slow to rise, 
So ready to abate. 

2 High as the heavens are raised 
Above the ground we tread, 

So far the riches of his grace 
Our highest thoughts exceed. 

3 His power subdues our sins; 
And his forgiving love, 

Far as the east is from the west, 
Doth all our guilt remove. 

4 The pity of the Lord, 

To those that fear his name, 
Is such as tender parents feel ; 
He knows our feeble frame. 

5 Our days are as the grass, 
Or like the morning flower : 

If one sharp blast sweep o'er the field, 
It withers in an hour. 

6 But thy compassions, Lord, 
To endless years endure; 

And children's children ever find 
Thy words of promise sure. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
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GRACE ! 'tis a charming sound, 

Harmonious to the ear ; 
Heaven with the echo shall resound, 

And all the earth shall hear. 

2 Grace first contrived a way 

To save rebellious man ; 
And all the steps that grace display, 

Which drew the wondrous plan. 



CLAPTON. S. M 



3 Grace led our wandering feet 
To tread the heavenly road ; 

And new supplies each hour we meet 
While pressing on to God. 

4 Grace ah* the work shall crown 
Through everlasting days ; 

It lays in heaven the topmost stone, 
And well deserves our praise. 

PHILIP DODDRIOGE. 

WILLIAM JONES. 
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RAISE your triumphant songs 

To an immortal tune ; 
Let the wide earth resound the deeds 

Celestial grace has done. 

2 Sing how Eternal Love 
His Chief Beloved chose, 

And bade him raise our wretched race 
From their abyss of woes. 

3 His hand no thunder bears, 
Nor terror clothes his brow ; 

No bolts, to drive our guilty souls 
To fiercer flames below. 

4 He shows his Father's love, 
To raise our souls on high ; 

He came with pardon from above 
To rebels doomed to die 

5 Now, sinners, dry your tears; 
Let hopeless sorrow cease ; 

Bow to the scepter of his love, 
And take the offered peace. 
_ _ ISAAC WATTS. 

ob 

THY name, almighty Lord, 

Shali sound through distant lands ; 
Great is thy grace, and sure thy word ; 

Thy truth forever stands. 

2 Fat be thine honor spread, 
And long thy praise endure, 

Till morm'Tig light and evening shade 
Shall be exchanged no more. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
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GOD is the fountain whence 
Ten thousand blessings flow ; 

To him my life, my health, and friwda, 
And every good, I owe. 

2 The comforts he affords 
Are neither few nor small ; 

He is the source of fresh delights, 
My portion and my all. 

3 He fills my heart with joy, 
My lips attunes for praise ; 

And to his glory I'll devote 
The remnant of my days. 

UNKNOWW. 
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GIVE to the winds thy fears; 

Hope, and be undismayed : 
God hears thy sighs, and counts thy tears 

God shall lift up thy head. 

2 Thro 7 waves, and clouds, and storms, 
He gently clears thy way ; 

Wait thou his tune ; so shall this ugi 2 
Soon end in joyous day. 

3 Far, far above thy thought 
His counsel shall appear, 

When fully he the work hath wrought 
That caused \hj needless fear. 

4 What though thou rulest not ! 
Yet heaven, and earth, and hell 

Proclaim, God sitteth on the throne, 
And ruleth all things well. 

PAUL GBRHARBT. 



NEW CHRISTIAN 



LUTHER. S. M. 




THOS. HASTINGS. 






5335* 



A -wake, and sing the song Of Mo-ses and the Lamh ) Wake, ev 



ery 




heart and ev - ery tongue, To praise the Saviour's name, To praise the Saviour's name 

-J^^Wtv-g-' .r ,r:t - - - - ^ 



SH 




iiii 



a 



irp- 



*: 



^ 



2 <a 







59 

AWAKE, and sing the song 

Of Moses and the Lamb ; 
Wake, every heart and every tongue, 

To praise the Saviour's name. 

2 Sing of his dying love ; 
Sing of his rising power ; 

Sing how he intercedes above 
For those whose skis he bore. 

3 Sing on your heavenly way, 
You ransomed sinners, sing ; 

Sing on, rejoicing every day 
In Christ, the glorious King. 

4 Soon shall you hear him say, 
"You blessed children, come ! " 

Soon will he call you hence away, 
And take his pilgrims home. 

WM. HAMMOND. 
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To GOD, the only wise, 
Our Saviour and our King, 

Let all the saints below the skies 
Their humble praises bring. 

2 'Tis his almighty love, 
His counsel and his care, 

Preserve us safe from sin and death, 
And every hurtful snare. 

3 He will present our souls; 
Unblemished and complete, 

Before the glory of his face, . 
With joys divinely great. 

4 Then all the chosen seed 
Shall meet around the throne, 

Shall bless the conduct of his grace, 
And make his wonders known. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
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LORD, I delight in thee, 

And on thy care depend ; 
To thee in every trouble flee, 

My best, my only Friend. 

2 When nature's streams are dried, 
Thy fullness is the same ; 

With this will I be satisfied, 
And glory in thy name. 

3 Who made my heaven secure, 
Will here all good provide. 

While Christ is rich, can I be poor? 
What can I want beside ? 

4 I cast my care on thee ; 
I triumph and adore : 

Henceforth my great concern shall be 
To love and please thee more. 

^ _ JOHN RYLAND. 

- ' & - 

BLEST are the pure in heart. 

For they shall see our God ; 
Jhe secret of the Lord is theirs ; 

Their soul is his abode. 

'2 Still to the lowly soul 

He doth himself impart, 
And for his temple and his throne 

Chooseth the pure in heart. 

3 Lord, we thy presence seek : 
May ours this blessing be ; 

O give the pure and lowly heart, 
A temple meet for thee. 

JOHN KEBL*. 
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GREAT Source of life and light, 
Thy heavenly grace impart ; 

Thy Holy Spirit grant, and write 
Thy law upon my heart. 

2 My soul would cleave to thee ; 
Let naught my purpose move ; 

O let my faith more steadfast be, 
And more intense my love. 

3 Long as my trials last, 
Long as the cross I bear, 

O let my soul on thee be cast 
In confidence and prayer. 

4 Conduct me to the shore 
Of everlasting peace, 

Where storm and tempest rise no more> 

Where sin and sorrow cease. 
_ _ UNKNOWN. 
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HEIRS of unending life, 
While yet we sojourn here, 

O let us our salvation work 
With trembling and with fear. 

2 God will support our hearts 
With might before unknown ; 

The work to be performed is ours, 
The strength is all his own. 

3 'T is he that works to will, 
J Tis he that works to do ; 

His is the power by which we act 
His be the glory too ! 

UNKMOWK 
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'TWAS by an order from the Lord 
The ancient prophets spoke his word; 
His Spirit did their tongues inspire, 
And warmed their hearts with heavenly fire. 

2 Great God, mine eyes with pleasure look 
On the dear volume of thy book ; 
There my .^Redeemer's face I see, 
And read his name who died for me. 

3 Let the false raptures of the mind 
Be lost, and vanish in the wind : 
Here I can fix my hope secure ; 
This is thy word, and must endure. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
DOXOLO&Y. Irr. 
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O LOVE of God, how strong and true ; 
Eternal and yet ever new ; 
Above all price, and still unbought ; 
Beyond all knowledge and all thought! 

2 O wide-embracing, wondrous love, 
We read thee in the sky above ; 
We read thee in the earth below, 

In seas that swell and streams that flow. 

3 We read thee best in him who came 
To bear for us the cross of shame ; 
Sent by the Father from on high, 
Our life to live, our death to die. 

HORATIUS BONAR. 
ENGLISH. 
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THE heavens declare thy glory, Lord; 

In every star thy wisdom shines; 
But when our eyes behold thy word, 

We read thy name in fairer lines. 
The rolling sun, the changing light, 

And nights and days, thy power confess; 
But the blest volume thou hast writ 

Beveals thy justice and thy grace. 

2 Sun, moon, and stars convey thy praise 
Round the whole earth, and never stand ; 

So, when thy truth began its race, 
, It touched and glanced on every land. 
Nor shall thy spreading gospel rest, 

Till thro' the world thy truth has run: 
Till Christ has all the nations blest, 

That see the light, or feel the sun. 

3 Great Sun of Righteousness, arise; 
Bless the dark world with heavenly light; 

Thy gospel makes the simple wise, 
Thy laws are pure, thy judgments right. 

Thy noblest wonders here we view, 
In souls renewed, and sins forgiven: 

Lord, cleanse my sins, my soul renew, 
And make thy word my guide to heaven. 

ISAAC WATTS 
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THE spacious firmament on high, 
With all the blue, ethereal sky, 
And spangled heavens, a shining frame, 
Their great Original proclaim. 
Th* unwearied sun, from day to day, 
Does his Creator's power display, 
And publishes to every land 
The work of an almighty hand. 

2 Soon as the evening shades prevail; 
The moon takes up the wondrous tale, 
And nigbtly, to the listening earth, 
Repeats the story of her birth : 
While all the stars that round her burn, 
And all the planets in their turn, 
Confirm tne tidings as they roll, 
And spread the truth from pole to pole. 

8 What though in solemn silence all 
Move round this dark, terrestrial ball 
What though no real voice nor sound 
Amid their radiant orbs be found 
In reason's ear they all rejoice, 
And utter forth a glorious voice; 
Forever singing as they shine, 
"The hand that made us is divine." 

JOSEPH ADDISON. 



27 



NEW CHRISTIAN 



WAVERTREE. L, M. 6 1. 



WM. SHORE. 



JLL "JU 




1 I 1 


J I 


i t i 


1: 








\ \ 




i "^i 


(ro 4 




-J J J 


-r-^-JLJ 


ml ' 


* 5- : 




9 *- 


- 5-*i-j- 


. 'i 


V^ ^"-i i - 

f Thou art, O 
\ Its glow by 


1^-^- 

God, the 
day, its 

(? 


life and 
smile by 


light Of all 
night, Are but 

f^ f- 


the 
ref 

A 


lg/ * *- '^-it-^gr*- J 

wondrous world we see ; 1 
ections caught from thee ; J 


ft 


r r 




r 




" 


a ' 1 


' *' 


r w 


; i 


r 


( i 1 


t=:l 
, i 






5 L- 




5 1 


i*? * 1 


m ^ t 





^ 


1U 




* 


i f 


f 


r 




* \ 


r^H 


' \ 




^ 


Ti 




'rf> r 


1 


^ 


E 


r 




r 




p 


| 1 








i 




' 


(52-I-.I 


a 






i \ \ 


1 




1 














1 ' 


*lJ A* 






J J J 








i i 














JJL 






* * 


& 






- 1 


1 










. 




M>\ ' 














J 


A \m 








^ t 








k ]/ 






j j j 




* 


-jr. 


. 


f^" 18 


2 




4 






<s 


r 

hine. 




Where'er we turn, thy 

. J J _ . 


lp 9 & m ~ 

glo-ries shine, And all 

& vfc a . - - 


m & - cs ^. 
things fair and bright are ' 

- sy _ ^ 


. 








*5 


s 




ir 








'sp 




-*" & 


-<^J 11 






i j 


p^ 


r 


j 
' 


IL 


[ 




A 








__ 




1 








IP 


p 




' 








iC^ 1 1 1 















If 


" r 











& p 


1 1 


70 












I 


i 


~ 


r r 



THOU art, O God, the life and light 
Of all the wondrous world we see ; 

Ets glow by day, its smile by night, 
Are but reflections caught from thee. 

Where'er we turn, thy glories shine, 

And all things fair and bright are thine. 

2 When day, with farewell beam, delays 
Among the opening clouds of even, 

And we can almost think we gaze, 

Through opening vistas, into heaven 
Those hues that mark the sun's decline, 
So soft, so radiant, Lord, are thine. 

3 When night, with wings of starry gloom, 
O'ershadows all the earth and skies, 

Like some dark, beauteous bird, whose plume 

Is sparkling with unnumbered dyes 
That sacred gloom, those fires divine, 
So grand, so countless, Lord, are thine. 

4 When youthful spring around us breathes, 
Thy Spirit warms her fragrant sigh ; 

And every flower that summer wreathes 

Is born' beneath thy kindling eye. 
Where'er we turn, thy glories shine, 
And all things fair and bright are thine. 

_ . THOMAS MOORE. 

JESUS, thou source of calm repose, 
All fullness dwells in thee divine; 

Our strength, to quell the proudest foes ; 
Our light, in deepest gloom to shine ; 

Thou art our fortress, strength, and tower, 

Our trust and portion evermore. 



our all in all. 

CHARLES WESLEY. 



2 Jesus, our Comforter thou art ; 
Our rest in toil, our ease in pain ; 

The balm to heal each broken heart ; 

In storms our peace, in loss our gain; 

Our joy beneath the worldling's frown ; 

In shame, our glory and our -crown ; 

3 In want, our plentiful supply ; 

In weakness, our almighty power; 
In bonds, our perfect liberty ; 

Our refuge in temptation's hour; 
Our comfort midst all grief and thrall-, 
Our life in death ; 

72 

MY PROPHET thou, my Heavenly Guide, 
Thy sweet instructions I will hear; 

The words that from thy lips proceed, 
O hov divinely sweet they are ! 

Thee, my great Prophet, I w ^vld love, 

And imitate the blest abov . 

2 My great High Priest, whose recious blood 
Was offered once upon the cros^; 

Who now dost intercede with God, 

And plead the friendless sinner's cause, 
In thee I trust, thee would I love, 
And imitate the blest above. 

3 My King supreme, to thee I bow, 
A willing subject at thy feet; 

All other lords I disavow, 

And to thy government submit : 
My Saviour King this heart would love, 

And imitate the blest above. 

UNKNOWN. 
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THE Lord my pasture shall prepare, 
And feed me with a shepherd's care; 
His presence shall my wants supply, 
And guard me with a watchful eye : 
My noonday walks he shall attend, 
And all my midnight hours defend. 



B; permission. 
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MY HOPE is built on nothing less 
Than Jesus' blood and righteousness ; 
I dare not trust the sweetest frame, 
But wholly lean on Jesus' name : 
On Christ, the solid rock, I stand ; 
All other ground is sinking sand. 



2 When in the sultry glebe I faint, 
Or on the thirsty mountain pant, 
To fertile vales and dewy meads 

My weary, wandering steps he leads, 
Where peaceful rivers, soft and slow, 
Amid the verdant landscape flow. 

3 Though in the paths of death I tread, 
With gloomy horrors overspread, 
My steadfast heart shall fear no ill, 
For thpu, O Lord, art with me still ; 
Thy friendly crook shall give me aid, 
And guide me through the dismal shade. 

JOSEPH ADDISON. 



THOUGH waves and storms go o'er my head, 
Though strength, and health, and Mends be gone ; 

Though joys he withered all, and dead, 
Though every comfort he withdrawn ; 

On this my steadfast soul relies 

Father, thy mercy never dies. 

2 Fixed on this ground will I remain, 
Though my heart fail, and flesh decay; 

This anchor shall my soul sustain, 
When earth's foundations melt away ; 

Mercy's full power I then shall prove, 

Loved with an everlasting love. 

J. A. ROTHK, TR. BY J. WKSLKY. 



2 When darkness seems to vail his face, 

1 rest on his unchanging grace; 
In every high and stormy gale, 
My anchor holds within the vail : 
On Christ, the solid rock, I stand ; 
All other ground is sinking sand. 

3 His oath, his covenant, and blood, 
Support me in the whelming flood ; 
When all around my soul gives way, 
He then is all my hope and stay : 
On Christ, the solid rock, I stand ; 
All other ground is sinking sand. 

-y f\ EDWARD MOTE. 
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WHEN adverse winds and waves arise, 
And in my heart despondence sighs; 
When life her throng of cares reveals, 
And weakness o'er my spirit steals, 
Grateful I hear the kind decree, 
That "as my day, my strength shall be." 

2 One trial more must yet be past, 
One pang the keenest and the last; 
And when, with brow convulsed and pale, 
My feeble, quivering heart-strings fail, 
Redeemer, grant my soul to see 
That " aa my day, my strength shall be." 

MRS. L. H. SIGOUXNBY. 



29 



NEW CHRISTIAN 



HE^ COURT. L. P. M. 




3M 



THOS. BOWMAX. 




J-rJ^fMrf; 



S 



5 



gSP 



i 
I'll praise my Maker while I've breath, And when my voice is lost in death 

1^ 
-* F P-r^ ~ iP P i g ! i g , f F r^-f 



ir-SS-p- 



^ 



^ 



I 



-+- 



-F 



f=t 







g 







fe--f> 



ygap^yf 



--v 



=?=^ 



Praise shall em - ploy my nobler powers ; My days of praise shall ne'er be past, 

*.> N -P- -^ . ^ W-^ 




^ 



-s- 



I 



f= 



j-^^T 



While life, and thought, and be-ing last, Or im - mor - tal - i - ty en-dures. 




I'LL praise my Maker while I' ve breath, r LOVE the vol ume of thy word : 



And, when my voice Is losi in death 

Praise shall employ my nobler powers ; 

My days of praise shall ne'er be past, 

While life, and thought, and being last, 

O. 1 immortality endures. 

' Happy the ra;\n wiio-ui hopes rely 
Oa Israel's God: ho ma' it- the sky, 

And earth, and seas, wifcM ail their train. 
Tils truth forever stands secure ; 
He saves tli' oppressed, lie teed,s the poor, 

And none shall find his promise vain. 

3 The Lord pours eye sight on the blind ; 
The Lord supports the fainting mind ; 

He sends the laboring conscience peace ; 
He helps the stranger in distress, 
The widow and the fatherless, 

And grants the prisoner sweet release. 

ISAAC WATTS. 



What light and joy its truths afford 
To souls benighted and distressed ! 

Thy precepts guide my doubtful way ; 

Thy fear forbids my feet to stray ; 
Thy promise leads my heart to rest ; 

2 Thy threatenings wake my slumbering eyes, 
And warn me where my danger lies. 

But 'tis thy blessed gospel, Lord, 
That makes my guilty conscience clean, 
Converts my soul, subdues my sin, 

And 'gives a free, but large, reward. 

S Who knows the errors of his thoughts? 
My God, forgive my secret faults, 

And from presumptuous sins restrain; 
Accept my .poor attempts of praise, 
That I have read thy book of grace, 

And book of nature, not in vain. ; 

ISAAC WATTS. 
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HOLY Bible, book divine, 
Precious treasure, thpu art mine : 
Mine to tell me whence I came ; 
Mine to teach me what I am; 

2 Mine to chide me when I rove ; 
Mine to show a Saviour's love ; 
Mine thou art to guide and guard; 
Mine to punish or reward ; 



PRECIOUS BIBLE. 8s, 7s & 7s. 



3 Mine to comfort in distress, 
Suffering in this wilderness ; 
Mine to show, by living faith, 
Man can triumph over death ; 

4 Mine to tell of joys to come, 
And the rebel shiner's doom : 
O thpu holy book divine, 
Precious treasure, thou art mine. 

JOHN BURTON. 
Arr. by A. D. FILLMORK. 
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PRECIOUS Bible, what a treasure 
Does the word of God afford ! 
All I want for life or pleasure, 
F<x>d and medicine, shield and sword: 
Let the world account me poor, 
Having this, I need no more. 

2 Food to which the world's a stranger, 
Here my hungry soul enjoys ; 



Of excess there is no danger 
Though it fills, it never cloys : 
On a dying Christ I feed, 
He is meat and drink indeed. 
3 In the hour of dark temptation, 

Satan can not make me yield ; 
For the word of consolation 
Is to me a mighty shield : 
While the Scripture truths are sura, 
From his malice I'm secure. 
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JOY to the world ! the Lord is come: 
Let earth receive her King ; 

Let every heart prepare him room, 
And heaven and nature sing. 

2 Joy to the earth ! the Saviour reigns : 
Let men their songs employ ; 

While fields and floods, rocks, Mils, and plains, 
Bepeat the sounding joy. 



ZERAH. G. M. 



8 No more let sins and sorrows grow, 
Nor thorns infest the ground ; 

He comes to make his blessings flow, 
Far as the curse is found. 

4 He rules the world with truth and grace, 
And makes the nations prove 

The glories of his righteousness, 
And wonders of his love. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
LOWELL MASON. 
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To us a Child of hope is born; 

To us a Son is given : 
Him shall the tribes of earth obey; 

Him, all the hosts of heaven. 

2 His name shall be the Prince of peace, 

For evermore adored, 
The Wonderful, the Counselor, 

The great and mighty Lord! 



3 His power, increasing, still s&all spread , 
His reign no end shall know; 

Justice shall guard his throne above, 
And peace abound below. 

4 To us a Child of hope is born, 
To us a Son is given ; 

The Wonderful, the Counselor, 
The mighty Lord of heaven! 

JOHN MORRISON 
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WHILE shepherds watched their flocks hy night, 

All seated on the ground, 
The angel of the Lord came down, 

And glory shone around. 
" Fear not," said he, for mighty dread 

Had seized their troubled mind, 
"Glad tidings of great joy I bring, 

To you and all mankind. 

2 " To you, in David's town, this day 
Is born, of David's line, 

The Saviour, who is Christ the Lord ; 

And this shall be the sign : 
The heavenly babe you there shall find 

To human view displayed, 
All meanly wrapped in swathing bands, 

And in a manger laid." 

3 Thus spake the seraph and forthwith 
Appeared a shining throng 

Of angels, praising God, who thus 
Addressed their joyful song : 



"All glory be to God on high, 
And to the earth be peace ; 

Good- will henceforth from heaven to men 
Begin, and never cease!" 

_ TATE AND BRADY. 
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HAJBK, the glad sound ! the Saviour comes, 

The Saviour promised long ; 
Let every heart prepare a throne, 

And every voice a song. 
He comes, the prisoner to release, 

In Satan's bondage held ; 
The gates of brass before him burst, 

The iron fetters yield. 

2 He comes, from thickest films of vice 

To clear the mental ray, 
And on the eyeballs of the blind 

To pour celestial day. 
He comes, the broken heart to bind, 

The bleeding soul to cure, 
And, with the treasures of his grace, 

T J enrich the humble poor. 

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 
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HAEK ! the herald angels sing, 
" Glory to the new-born King ! 
Peace on earth, and mercy mild, 
God and sinners reconciled ! " 
Joyful, all ye nations, rise ; 
Join the triumph of the skies ; 
With th' angelic host proclaim, 
Christ is born in Bethlehem ! 

2 See, he lays his glory by, 
Born that man no more may die ; 
Born to raise the sons of earth ; 
Born to give them second birth. 
Vailed in flesh the Godhead see; 
Hail th' incarnate Deity ; 
Pleased as man with men to dwell, 
Jesus, our Immanuel ! 

3 Hail the heaven-born Prince of peace ! 
Hail the Sun of Righteousness ' 
Light and life to all he brings, 
Risen with healing in his wings. 



Let us, then, with angels sing, 
"Glory to the new-born King! 
Peace on earth, and mercy mild, 
God and sinners reconciled ! " 

Q n CHARLES WESLEV 

OO 

BRIGHT and joyful was the morn 
When to us a Child was born ; 
From the highest realms of heaven 
Unto us a Son was given. 
On his shoulder he shall bear 
Power and majesty, and wear, 
On his vesture and his thigh, 
Names most awful, names most high 

2 Wonderful in counsel he, 
Christ, th' incarnate Deity ; 
Sire of ages, ne'er to cease ; 
King of kings, and Prince of peace. 
Come and worship at his feet; 
Yield to him the homage meet ; 
From the manger to the throne, 
Homage due to God alone. 

J. MONTGOMERY. 
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2 Cold on his cradle the dew-drops are shining, 
Low lies bis head with the beasts of the stall ; 

Angels adore him, in slumbers reclining, 
Maker, and Monarch, and Saviour of all. CHO. 

3 Say, shall we yield him, in costly devotion, 
Odors of Edom and offerings divine 

Gems from the mountain, and pearls from the ocean, 
Myrrh from the forest, and gold from the mine ? CHO. 

4 Vainly we offer earth's richest oblation, 
Vainly with gold would his favor secure; 

Richer, by far, is the heart's adoration, 
Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. CHO. 

REGINALD HEBER. 



LAURA, lls & 10s. 
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WHEN, marshaled on the nightly plain, 

The glittering host bestud the sky, 
One star alone, of all the train, 

Can fix the sinner's wandering eye. 
Hark ! hark ! to God the chorus breaks 

From every host, from every gem ; 
But one alone the Saviour speaks, 

It is the Star of Bethlehem. 

2 Once on the raging seas I rode : 

The storm was loud, the night was dark, 
The ocean yawned, and rudely blowed 

The wind that tossed my foundering bark. 
Deep horror then my vitals froze ; 

Death-struck, I ceased the tide to stem 
When suddenly a star arose ; 

It was the Star of Bethlehem ! 

B It was my guide, my light, my all ; 

It bade my dark forebodings cease ; 
A.nd through the storm and danger's thrall 

It led me to the port of peace. 
Now safely moored, my perils o'er, 

I'll sing, first in night's diadem, 
Forever and for evermore, 

The Star, the Star of Bethlehem. 

H. K.. WHITE. 
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OUR Lord is risen from the dead, 

Our Saviour is gone up on high; 
The powers of hell are captive led, 

Dragged to the portals of the sky. 
There his triumphal chariot waits, 

And angels chant the solemn lay ; 
a Lift up your heads, you heavenly gates j 

You everlasting doors, give way." 

2 Loose all your bars of massy light, 
And wide unfold the radiant scene' 

He claims those mansions as his right- 
Receive the King of glory in. 

Who is the King of glory who? 
The Lord, who all his foes o'ercame; 

Who sin and death and hell o'erthrew, . 
And Jesus is the Conqueror's namtsl 

3 Lo! his triumphal chariot waits, 
And angels chant the solemn lay : 

" Lift up your heads, you heavenly gates ; 

You everlasting doors, give way." 
Who is the King of glory who? 

The Lord, of boundless might possessed; 
The King of saints and angels, too 

Lord over all, forever blest. 

CHARLES WESLEY. 
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THY worthiness is all our song, 
O Lamb of God; for thou wast slain, 
And by thy blood brought'st us to God, 
Out of each nation, tribe and tongue ; 
To God hast made us kings and priests ; 
And we shall reign upon the earth. 

CHO. Hosanna ! hosanna ! 

Hosanua to the Lamb of God ! 
Glory ! glory ! let us sing 
Grateful praises to our King : 
Hosanna ! hosanna ! 
Hosanna to the Lamb of God ! 



2 Salvation to our God, who shines 
In face of Jesus, on the throne, 
The only just and merciful 
Salvation to the worthy Lamb, 
With loud voice all the church ascribes; 
"Amen," say angels round the throne : Oho. 

3 To him who loved us, and hath washed 
Us from our sins in his own blood, 
And who hath made us kings and priests 
To his own Father and his God, 
The glory and dominion be 

To htm eternally. Amen. Cho. 

, UNKNOWN. 
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YE NATIONS round the earth, rejoice 
Before the Lord, your sovereign King ; 

Serve him with cheerful heart and voice; 
With all your tongues his glory siag. 

2 The Lord is God ; 'tis he alone 
Doth life, and breath, and being give ; 

We are his work, and not our own, 
The sheep that on his pastures live. 

3 Enter his gates with songs of joy ; 
With praises to his courts repair ; 

And make it your divine employ 
To pay your thanks and honors there. 

4 The Lord is good, the Lord is kind ; 
Great is his grace, his mercy sure ; 

And the whole race of men shall find 
His truth from age to age endure. 

_. _ ISAAC WATTS. 
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AWAKE, my soul, and with the sun 
Thy daily course of duty run ; 
Shake off dull sloth, and joyful rise 
To pay thy morning sacrifice. 

2 Wake, and lift up thyself, my heart, 
And with the angels bear thy part, 
Who, all night long, unwearied, sing 
Glory to the Eternal King, 

3 Glory to thee, who safe hast kept, 
And hast refreshed me, while I slept ! 
Grant, Lord, when I from death shall wake, 
1 may of endless life partake. 



4 Lord, I my vows to thee renew : 
Scatter my sins as morning dew ; 
Guard my first springs of thought and will, 
And with thyself my spirit fill. 

THOMAS KEN. 



GOD, in the gospel of his Son, 
Makes his eternal counsels known ; 
'Tis here his richest mercy shines, 
And truth is drawn in fairest lines. 

2 Here sinners of a humble frame 
May taste his grace and learn Ms name; 
'Tis writ in characters of bluod, 
Severely just immensely good. 

S Here Jesus, in ten thousand ways, 
His soul-attracting charms displays; 
Eecounts his poverty and pains, 
And tells his love in melting strains. 

4 May this blest volume ever lie 
Close to my heart, and near my eye; 
Till life's last hour my soul engage, 
And be my chosen heritage. 

**. - BENJ. BEDDOME 

ZION, awake, thy strength renew ; 
Put on thy robes of beauteous hue ; 
Church of our God, arise and shine, 
Bright with the beams of truth divine. 

2 Soon shall thy radiance stream afar, 
Wide as the heathen nations are ; 
Gentiles and kings thy light shall view 
All shall admire and love thee too. 

WILLIAM SHRUBSOLB. 
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WILLIAM BOYC. 
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JESUS shall reign where'er the sun 
Does his successive journeys run ; 
His kingdom stretch from shore to shore, 
Till moons shall wax and wane no more. 

2 For him shall endless prayer he made, 
And praises throng to crown his head ; 
His name, like sweet perfume, shall rise 
With every morning sacrifice. 

3 Where he displays his healing power, 
Death and the curse are known no more; 
In him the tribes of Adam boast 
More blessings than their father lost. 

4 Let every creature rise, and bring 
Peculiar honors to our King ; 
Angels descend with songs again, 
And earth repeat the loud Amen. 

ISAAC WATTS. 



REDEEMED from guilt, redeemed from fears, 
My soul enlarged, and dried my tears, 
What can I do, O Love Divine, 
What to repay such gifts as thine ? 

2 What can I do, so poor, so weak, 
But from thy hands new blessings seek: 
A heart to feel thy mercies more, 

A soul to know thee, and adore ? 

3 O teach me at thy feet to fall, 
And yield to thee myself, my ail- 
Before thy saints my sins to own, 
And U ve and die to thee alone. 

H. F. LYTB. 
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GLORY to thee, whose powerful word 
Bids the tempestuous wind arise ! 

Glory to thee, the sovereign Lord 
Of air and earth, and seas and skies ! 

2 Let air, and earth, and skies obey, 
And seas thine awful will perform ; 

From them we learn to own thy sway, 
And shout to meet the gathering storm. 

3 What tho' the floods lift up their -voice, 
Thou hearest, Lord, our silent cry; 

They can not damp thy children's joys, 
Or shake the soul, while God is nigh. 

4 Roar on, ye waves; our souls defy 
Your roaring to disturb their rest ; 

In vain t' impair the calm ye try- 
The calm in a believer's breast, 

_ _ CHARLES WESLEY 

THY footsteps, Lord, with joy we trace, 
And mark the conquests of thy grace. 
Complete the work thou hast begun, " 
And let thy will on earth be done. 

2 O show thyself the Prince of peace; 
Command the din of war to cease; 
O bid contending nations rest, 

Aad let thy love rule every breast. 

3 Thou good and wise and righteous Lord 
All move subservient to thy word ; 
O soon let every nation prove 

The perfect joy of Christian love. 

UNKNOWN,- 
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ETERNAL Lord, from land to land 
Shall echo thine all-glorious name, 

Till kingdoms bow .at thy command, 
And every lip thy praise proclaim. 

2 Exalted high on every shore, 
The banner of the cross, unfurled, 

Shall summon thousands to adore 
The Saviour of the ransomed world. 

3 Thousands shall join thy pilgrim band, 
And, by that sacred standard led, 

Press forward to Immanuel's land, 
Nor fear the thorny path to tread. 

4 Triumphant over every foe, 
Their ransomed hosts shall move along 

To that blest world, where sin and woe 
Shall never mingle with their song. 

_ ,_ UNKNOWN. 
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THERE'S nothing bright, above, below, 
From flowers that bloom to stars that glow, 
But in its light my soul can see 
Some features of the Deity. 

2 There's nothing dark, below, above, 
But in its gloom I trace thy love, . 
And meekly wait- the moment when 
Thy touch shall make all bright again. 

3 The light, the dark, where'er I look. 
Shall be one pure and shining book, 
Where I may read, in words of flame, 
The glories of thy wondrous Name. 

THOMAS MOORB. 
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HAD I the tongues of Greeks and Jews, 
And nobler speech than angels use, 
If love be absent, I am found, 
Like tinkling brass, an empty sound. 

2 Were I inspired to preach and tell 
All that is done in heaven and hell ; 
Or could my faith the world remove, 
Still I am nothing without love. 

3 Should I distribute all my store 
To feed the hungry, clothe the poor, 
Or give my body to the flame, 

To gain a martyr's glorious name, 

4 If love to God and love to men 
Be absent, all rny hopes are vain ; 
Nor tongues, nor gifts, nor fiery zeal, 
The work of love can e'er fulfill. 

ISAAC WATTS. 

O RENDER thanks to God above, 
The fountain of eternal love, 
Whose mercy firm through ages past 
Has stood, and shall forever last* 

2 Who can his mighty deeds express 
Not only vast, but numberless? 
What mortal eloquence can rai.:-e 
His tribute of immortal praise? 

3 Extend to me that favor, Lord, 
Thou to thy chosen dost afford : 
From my transgressions set me free, 
And let me ever joy in thee. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
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H.OW sweet the praise, how high the theme, 
To sing of him who rules supreme ; 
Who dwells at God's right hand on high, 
Yet looks on us with tender eye ! 

2 Th' angelic host, in countless fhrongSj 
Recount his glories in their songs, 
And golden harps salute his ear; 

Yet our weak praise he deigns to hear. 

3 The planets roll, their orbits round; 
Unnumbered worlds, in space profound, 
Are ruled by him, by him controlled; 
Yet he's the Shepherd of our fold. 

4 Exalted high upon his throne, 
The universe is all his own ; 
Untold the honors he doth wear , 
Yet we are objects of his care. 

1 _ . BENJ. SKENE. 

Now be my heart inspired to sing 
The glories of my Saviour King; 
He comes with blessings from above, 
,And wins the nations to his love. 

2 Thy throne, O Lord, forever stands; 
Grace is the scepter in thy hands; 
Thy laws and works are just and right, 
But truth and mercy thy delight. 

3 Let endless honors crown thy head ; 
Let every age thy praises spread ; 
Let all the nations know thy word, 
And every tongue confess thee Lord. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
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PRAISE ye the Lord ! "Tis good to raise 
Our hearts and voices in his praise ; 
His nature and his works invite 
To make this duty our delight. 

2 Great is the Lord, and great his might, 
And all his glories infinite ; 

His wisdom vast, and knows no bound 
A deep where all our thoughts are drowned. 

3 He loves the meek, rewards the just, 
Humbles the wicked in the dust, 
Melts and subdues the stubborn soul, 
And makes the broken spirit whole. 

4 His saints are precious in his sight ; 
He views his children with delight ; 
He sees their hope, he knows their fear, 
Approves and loves his image there. 

ISAAC WATTS. 

O, COME, loud anthems let us sing, 
Loud thanks to our Almighty King: 
For we our voices high should raise, 
When our salvation's Rock we praise. 

2 Into his presence let us haste, 
To thank him for his favors past; 
To him address, in joyful songs, 
The praise that to his name belongs. 

3 O, let us to his courts repair, . 
And bow with adoration there ; 
Down on our knees, devoutly, all 
Before the Lord, our Maker, fall. 

NAHUM TATB. 
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1 KNOW that ray Redeemer lives 
What comfort this sweet sentence gives} 
He lives, he lives, who once was dead ! 
He lives, my ever-living Head. 

2 He lives, to bless me with his love ; 
He lives, to plead for me above ; 

He lives, my hungry soul to feed ; 
He lives, to bless in time of need ; 

3 He lives, to grant me rich supply ; 
He lives, to guide me with his eye ; 

WAEE, L. M. 




He lives, to comfort me when faint ; 
He lives, to hear my soul's complaint; 

4 He lives, my kind, wise, heavenly Friend ; 
He lives, and loves me to the end ; 
He lives, and while he lives I'll sing: 
He lives, my Prophet, Priest, and King. 

5 He lives, all glory to his name; 
He lives, my Saviour, still the same 

the sweet joy this sentence gives : 

1 know that my Redeemer lives ! 

SAMUEL MEDLEY. 
GEORGE KINGSLEY. 







Fling out the ban-ner; let it float Skyward and seaward, high and wide 




The sun, that lights its shining folds. The cross, on which the Sav - iour died. 

m r-ts> a <- ^ "*" '*" : ~" -' -' 

i ~i n~ i E t 



fr-t-b^zrq 



108 

FLING out the banner- let it float 
Skyward and seaward, high and wide 

The sun, that lights its shining folds ; 
The cross, on which the Saviour died. 

2 Fling out the banner ; angels bend, 
In anxious silence, o'er the sign, 

Ajad vainly seek to comprehend 
The wonder of the love divine. 




-i l-Ja-d 



3 Fling out the banner ; let it float 
Skyward and seaward, high and wide 

Our glory, only in the cross ; 
Our only hope, the Crucified. 

4 Fling out the banner, wide and high, 
Seaward and skyward, let it shine; 

Nor skill, nor might, nor merit, ours: 
We conquer only in that sign- 

G. w, DOANK. 
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To THEE, my heart, eternal King, 
Would now its thankful tribute bring ; 
To thee its humble homage raise 
En songs of ardent, grateful praise. 

2 All nature shows thy boundless love, 
In worlds below and worlds above ; 
But in thy blessed word I trace 

The richer glories of thy grace. 

3 Here what delightful truths are given ; 
Here Jesus shows the way to heaven ; 
His name salutes my listening ear, 
Revives my heart and checks my fear. 

4 For love like this, O may our song 
Through endless years thy praise prolong; 
And distant climes thy name adore, 
Till time and nature are no more. 

. _ "EXETEK COLL." 

O SOURCE divine, .and life of all, 
The fount of being's wondrous sea, 

Thy depth would .every heart appall, 
That saw not love supreme in thee. 

2 We shrink before thy vast abyss, 
Where worlds on worlds eternal brood ; 

We know thee truly but in this, 
That thou bestowest all our good. 

3 And so, 'mid boundless time and space, 
O grant us still in thee to dwell ; 

And through the ceaseless web to trace 
Thy presence working all things well 



III 

How pleasant, how divinely fair, 
O Lord of hosts, thy dwellings are ! 
With long desire my spirit faints 
To meet th' assemblies of thy saints. 

2 My soul would rest hi thine abode, 
My panting heart cries out for God. 
My God, my King, why should I be 
So far from all my joys and thee ? 

3 Blest are the souls who find a place 
Within the temple of thy grace ; 
There they behold thy gentler rays. 
And seek thy face, and learn thy praise. 

4 Blest are the men whose hearts are set 
To find the way to Zion's gate ; 

God is their strength, and through the road 
They lean upon their helper, God. 

ISAAC WATTS. 

SOON may the last glad song arise 
Through all the millions of the skies 
That song of triumph, which records 
That all the earth is now the Lord's. " 

i 2 Let thrones and powers and kingdoms b 
j Obedient, mighty God, to thee ; 
I And over land, and stream, and mam : 
Now wave the scepter of thy reign. 

3 O let that glorious anthem swell ; 
Let host to host the triumph tell 
That not one rebel heart remains, 
But over all the Saviour reigns. 

MRS.VOKR. 
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KING Jesus, reign for evermore, 
Unrivaled in thy courts above, 
While we, with all thy saints, adore 
The wonders of redeeming love. 

Z No other Lord but thee we'll know, 
No other power but thine confess; 
We'll spread thine honors while below, 
And heaven shall hear us saout thy grace, 

3 We'll sing along the heavenly road 
That leads us to thy blest abode; 
Till, with the vast, unnumbered throng, 
We join in heaven's triumphant song: 

4 Till, with pure hands and voices sweet, 
We cast oui crowns at Jesus' feet, 
And sing of everlasting love, 

In everlastij g strains above. 

RALPH WARDLAW. 
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GBEAT God, the followers of thy Son, 
We bow before thy mercy-seat, 

To worship thee, the holy One, 
And pour our wishes at thy feet. 

2 O grant thy blessing here to-day; 
O give thy people joy and peace ; 

The tokens of thy love display, 
And favors that shall never cease. 

3 We seek the truth which Jesus brought, 
His path of light we long to tread ; 

Here be his holy doctrine taught, 
And here its purest influence shed. 

4 May faith, and hope, and love abound, 
Our sins and errors be forgiven ; 

And we, from day to day, be found 
The sons of God and heirs of heaven.. 

H. WARE. 
THEODORE LAYOFF. 
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FATHER of mercies, bow thine ear, 
Attentive to our earnest prayer. 
We plead for those who plead for thee ; 
Successful pleaders may they be. 

2 How great their work, how vast their charge! 
Do thou their anxious souls enlarge ; 
Their best endowments are our gain ; 
We share the blessings they obtain. 

3 O clothe with energy divine 
Their words, 'and let those words be thine; 
To them thy sacred truth reveal ; 
Suppress their fears, inflame their zeal. 

4 Let thronging multitudes around 
Hear from their lips the joyful sound ; 
In humble strains thy grace adore, 
And feel thy. new-creating power. 

_ BENT. BEDDOME. 

116 

Lo ! GOD is here let us adore, 
And own how dreadful is this place ; 

ILet all within us feel his power, 
And, silent, bow before his face. 

2 Lo! God is here him. day and night 
United choirs of angels sing ; ' 

To him, enthroned above all height, 
Let saints their humble worship bring. 

fl Lord God of hosts, O may our praise 
Thy courts with grateful incense fill; 

fttill may we stand before thy face, 
Still hear and do thy sovereign will. 

J .WESLEY, tr. 

EN PRAYER together let as fall, 
And cry for mercy, one and all; 
And weep before the Judge, and say, 
O turn from us thy wrath away. 

2 Thy grace have we offended sore 
By sins, O God, which we deplore ; 
Pour down upon us from above 
The riches of thy pardoning love. 

3 Remember, Lord, though frail we be, 
That yet thy handiwork are we ; 
Nor let the honor of thy name 

Be by another put to shame. 

4 Forgive the sin that we have wrought, 
Increase the good that we have sought ; 
That we at length, our wanderings o'er, 
May please thee here and evermore. 

JOHN M. NBALB. 
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O BOW thine ear, Eternal One, 
On thee our heart, adoring, calls : 

To thee, the followers of thy Son 
Have raised, and now devote tiiese walls. 

2 Here let thy holy days be kept ; 
And be this place to worship given, 

Like that bright spot where Jacob slep 
The house of God, the gate of heaven, 

3 Here may thine honor dwell; and here, 
As incense, let thy children's prayer, 

From contrite hearts and lips sincere. 
Rise on the still and holy air. 

4 Here be thy praise devoutly sung; 
Here let thy truth beam forth to save, 

As when, of old, thy Spirit hung, 
On wings of light, o'er Jordan's wava 

5 And when the lips, that with thy name 
Are vocal now, to dust shall turn, 

On others may devotion's flame 
Be kindled here, and purely burn. 

J OHN PlERPONT. 
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WHILE o'er our guilty land, O Lord, 
We view the terrors of thy sword, 
O whither shall the helpless fly ? 
To whom but thee direct then* cry ? 

2 The helpless shiner's cries and tear 
Are grown familiar to thine ears ; 
Oft has thy mercy sent relief, 
When all was fear and hopeless grie< 

3 On thee, our guardian God, w6 call; 
Before thy throne of grace we fall. 
And is there no deliverance there? 
And must we perish in despair ? 

4 See, we repent, we weep, we mourn,. 
To our forsaken God we turn ; 

O spare our guilty country ; spare 
The church which thou hast planted iere.' 

5 We plead thy grace, indulgent God; 
We plead thy Son's atoning blood ; 
We plead thy gracious promises 
And are they unavailing pleas ? 

6 These pleas, presented at thy throne, 
Have brought ten thousand blessings down 
On guilty lands in helpless woe ; 
Let them prevail to save us, too. 

SAMUEL DAVIS. ' 
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5 No more shall foes unclean invade, 
And fill thy hallowed walls with dread; 
No more shall hell's insulting host 
Then* victory and thy sorrows boast. 

4 God, from on high, has heard thy prayer ,, 
His hand thy ruins shall repair; 
Nor will thy watchful monarch cease 
To guard thee in eternal peace. 

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 
WILLIAM KNAPP. 
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TRIUMPHANT Zion, lift thy head 
From dust, and darkness, and the dead; 
Though humbled long, awake at length, 
And gird thee with thy Saviour's strength. 

2 Put all thy beauteous garments on, 
And let thy excellence be known ; 
Decked in the robes of righteousness, 
The world thy glories shall confess. 

ALL SAINTS. L. M. 
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Wpw to the Lord, who makes us know 
The wonders of his dying love, 

Be humble honors paid below, 
And strains of nobler praise above. 

2 'Twas he who cleansed us from our sins, 
And washed us in his precious blood; 

'Tis he who makes us priests and kings, 
And brings us, rebels, near to God. 



3 Behold, on fly ing clouds he comes, 
And every eye shall see him move ; 

Though with our sins we pierced him once, 
Now he displays his pardoning love. 

4 The unbelieving world shall wail, 
While we rejoice to see the day. 

Come, Lord, nor let thy promise fail, 
Nor let thy chariot long delay. 

ISAAC WATTS 
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ABM of the Lord, awake ! awake ! 
Put on thy strength, the nations shake; 
And let the world, adoring, see 
Triumphs of mercy wrought by thee. 

2 Say to the heathen, from thy throne, 
" I am Jehovah God alone ! " 

Thy voice their idols shall confound, 
And cast then' altars to the ground. 

3 No more let human blood be spilt 
Vain sacrifice for human guilt 
But to each conscience be applied 
The blood that flowed from Jesus' side. 

4 Almighty God, thy grace proclaim 
In every land, of every name ; 

Let adverse powers before thee fall, 
And crown the Saviour Lord of all. 

WM. SHRUBSOLE. 



YE Christian heralds, go, proclaim 
Salvation in Immanuel's name ; 
To distant climes the tidings bear, 
And plant the Rose of Sharon there. 

2 He'll shield you with a wall of fire, 
With holy zeal your hearts inspire, 
Bid raging winds their fury cease, 
And calm the savage breast to peace. 

3 And when our labors are all o'er, 
Then shall we meet to part no more 
Meet, with the blood-bought throng to fall, 
And crown the Saviour Lord of all. 

ANON. 
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HAIL ! morning known among the blest> 
Morning of hope, and joy, and love, 

Of heavenly peace and holy rest, 
Pledge of the endless rest above. 

2 Blest be the Father of our Lord, 
Who from the dead has brought his Son ! 

Hope to the lost was then restored, 
And everlasting glory won. 

3 Scarce morning twilight had begun 
To chase the shades of night away, 

When Christ arose unsetting Sun 
The dawn of joy's eternal day. 

4 Mercy looked down with smiling eye 
When our Immanuel left the dead; 

Faith marked his bright ascent on high, 
And Hope with gladness raised her head, 

5 God's goodness let us bear in mind, 
Who to his saints this day has given, 

For rest and serious joy designed, 
To fit us for the bliss of heaven. 

RALPH WARDLAW. 



LORD, now wepartin thy blest name. 
In which we here together came ; 
Grant us our few remaining days, 
To work thy will and spread thy praise 

2 Teach us, in life and death, to bless 
Thee, Lord, our strength and righteousnesi 
And grant us all to meet above, 
Where we shall better sing thy love. 

REGINALD HKPKK. 
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HIGDOL. L. H. 




LOWELL MASON. 
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FORGIVENESS ! 'tis a joyful sound 
To malefactors doomed to die. 

Publish the bliss the world around ; 
You seraphs, shout it from the sky. 

2 'Tis the rich gift of love divine; 

'Tis full, outmeasuring every crime; 
Unclouded shall its glories shine, 

And feel no change by changing time. 



GRATITUDE L. M. 



3 For this stupendous love of heaven 
What grateful honors shall we show ? 

Where much transgression is forgiven, 
Let love in equal ardor glow. 

4 By this inspired, let all our days 
With gospel holiness be crowned ; 

Let truth and goodness, prayer and praise, 
In all abide, in all abound. 

TKOS. GFBBONS. 
AMI BOST. 
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MY God, how endless is thy love! 

Thy gifts are every evening new ; 
And morning mercies, from above, 

Gently distill, lika early dew. 

2 Thou spreadst the curtains of the night, 
Great Guardian of my sleepi ng hours ; 

Thy sovereign worrl restores the light, 
And quickens all my drowsy powers. 

3 I yield my powers to thy command ; 
To thee 1 consecrate my days ; 

Perpetual blessings from thy hand 
Demand perpetual songs of praise. 

ISAAC WATTS. 



How sweetly flowed the gospel sound 
From lips of gentleness and grace, 

When listening thousands gathered round, 
And joy and gladness filled the place. 

2 From heaven he came, of heaven he spoke, 
To heaven he led his followers' way; 

Dark clouds of gloomy night he broke. 
TJn vailing an immortal day. 

3 " Come, wanderers, to my Father's home: 
Come, all ye weary ones, and rest." 

Yes, sacred Teacher, we will come, 
Obey thee, love thee, and be blest. 

JOHN BOWRING 



HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK. 



EBHAK. L. II. 



LOWELL MASON. 




Happy the Church, thou sa-cred place, The seat of thy 

-^ f- f- r-& 1 1-hr 4rr r^ i-<2 f F- 



- a - tor's grace ! 



* , P Pf-rt 2 - 



73 



rrpn 



fr 







fe 



i 



g=* 



T~T ^ "* r ^\ tr 

Thy ho - ly courts are his a - bode, Thou earthly pal - ace 



of our God. 



-& 



i 



=F=F 



129 

HAPPY the Church, thou sacred place, 
The seat of thy Creator's grace ! 
Thy holy courts are his abode, 
Thou earthly palace of our God. 

2 Thy walls are strength, and at thy gates 
A guard of heavenly warriors waits ; 
Nor shall thy deep foundations move, 
Fixed on his counsels and his love. 

3 Thy foes in vain designs engage ; 
Against his throne in vain they rage, 
Like rising waves, with angry roar, 
That dash and die upon the shore. 

4 God is our shield, and God our sun ; 
Swift as the fleeting moments run, 
On us he sheds new beams of grace, 
And we reflect his brightest praise. 

. ^ _ ISAAC WATTS. 

How sweet to leave the world awhile 
And seek the presence of our Lord ! 

Dear Saviour, on thy people smile, 
And come, according to thy word. 

2 From busy scenes we now retreat, 
That we may here converse with thee; 

Ah ! Lord, behold us at thy feet- 
Let this the " gate of heaven " be. 

3 "Chief of ten thousand," now appear, 
That we, by faith, may see thy face ; 

O grant that we thy voice may hear, 
And let thy presence fill this place. 

THOS. KHU,Y. 
4 > 



By permisaioo. 
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JESUS, where'er thy people meet, 
There they behold thy mercy-seat ; 
Where'er they seek thee, thou art found, 
And every place is hallowed ground. 

2 Dear Shepherd of thy chosen few, 
Thy former mercies here renew ; 
Here to our waiting hearts proclaim 
The sweetness of thy saving name. 

3 Here may we prove the power of prayer 
To strengthen faith and banish care; 
To teach our faint desires to rise, 
And bring all heaven before our eyes. 

WM. COWPER. 

132 

DEAR is the spot where Christians sleep, 
And sweet the strains their spirits pour, 

O why should we in anguish weep? 
They are not lost, but gone before. 

2 Secure from every mortal care, 
By sin and sorrow vexed no more: 

Eternal happiness they share, 
Who are not lost, but gone before 

3 To Zion's peaceful courts above 
In faith triumphant may we soar, 

Embracing, in the arms of love, 
The friends not lost, but gone before. 

4 To Jordan's bank whene'er we come, 
And hear the swelling waters roar, 

Jesus, convey us safely home, 
To Mends not lost, outgone before, 

UNKNOWN. 
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WHEN I survey the wondrous cross 
On which the Prince of glory died, 

My richest gain I count but loss, 
And pour contempt on all my pride. 

2 Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast, 
Save in the death of Christ, my Lord ; 

All the vain things that charm me most, 
I sacrifice them to his blood. 

3 See, from his head, his hands, his feet, 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down; 

Did e'er such love and sorrow meet, 
Or thorns compose so rich a crown ? 

4 Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were a present far too small : 

Love so amazing, so divine, 
Demands my soul, my life, my all. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
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THEE we adore, O gracious Lord ; 
We praise thy name with one accord ; 
Thy saints, who here thy goodness see, 
Through all the world do worship thee. 

2 To thee aloud all angels cry, 

And ceaseless raise their songs on high ; 

Both cherubim and seraphim, 

The heavens and all the powers therein. 

3 Th 7 apostles join the glorious throng ; 
The prophets swell th' immortal song ; 
The martyrs' noble army raise 
Eternal anthems to thy praise. 



4 Thee, holy, holy, holy King ; 
Thee, O Lord God of hosts, they sing; 
Thus earth below, and heaven above, 
Besound thy glory and thy love. 

IOC THOS. COTTBRILL. 

HE DIES, the Friend of sinners dies ; 

Lo ! Salem's daughters weep around ; 
A solemn darkness vails the skies, 

A sudden trembling shakes the ground. 

2 Here's love and grief beyond degree- 
The Lord of glory dies for men ; 

But, lo! what sudden joys we see- 
Jesus, thedead, revives again. 

3 The rising Lord forsakes the tomb 
(The tomb in vain forbids his rise ; ) 

Cherubic legions guard him home, 
And shout him welcome to the skies. 

4 Break off your tears, ye saints, and tell 
How high our great Deliverer reigns -, 

Sing how he spoiled the hosts of hell, 
And led the monster Death in chainf. 

5 Say, " Live forever, wondrous King, 
Born to redeem, and strong to save ; " 

Then ask the monster, " Where's thy sting? 
And where thy victory, boasting grave?" 

i O o ISAAC WATTS. 

THE peace which God alone reveals, 
And by his word of grace imparts, 

Which only the believer feels, 
Direct, and keep, and cheer our heart* 

JOHN NKWTON. 
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JESUS, and shall it ever be, 
A mortal man ashamed of thee ? 
Ashamed of thee, whom angels praise, 
Whose glory shines through endless days? 

2 Ashamed of Jesus ! Sooner far 
Let evening blush to own a star ; 
He sheds the beams of light divine 
O'er this benighted soul of mine. 

3 Ashamed of Jesus ! Just as soon 
Let midnight be ashamed of noon; 
'Tis midnight with my soul till he, 
Bright Morning Star, bid darkness flee. 

4 Ashamed of Jesus, that dear Friend 
On whom my hopes of heaven depend ! 
No; when I blush, be this my shame, 
That I no more revere his name. 

5 Ashamed of Jesus! Yes, I may, 
When I've no guilt to wash away ; 
No tear to wipe, no good to crave, 
No fears to quell, no soul to save. 

6 Till then nor is my boasting vain 
Till then I'll boast a Saviour slain ; 
And O may this my glory be, 

That Christ is not ashamed of me! 
i o o JOSEPH GRIGG. 

loo 

How beauteous were the marks divine, 
That in thy meekness used to shine, 



That lit thy lonely pathway, trod 
In wondrous love, O Son of God ! 



2 O who like thee, so calm, so bright, 
So pure, so made to live in light ? 

O who like thee did ever go 

So patient, through a world of woe? 

3 O who like thee so humbly bore 
The scorn, the scon's of men, before ? 
So meek, forgiving, godlike, high, 
So glorious in humility ? 

4 E'en death, which sets the prisoner free, 
Was pang, and scoff, and scorn to thee; 
Yet love through all thy torture glowed, 
And mercy with thy life-blood flowed. 

5 O, in thy light be mine to go, 
Illuming all my way of woe ; 
And give me ever on the road, 
To trace thy footsteps, Son of God. 

A. COO,.. 



1 



O LovEDivine, that stooped to share 
Our sharpest pang, our bitterest tear, 

On thee we cast each earth-born care : 
We smile at pain while thou art near. 

2 Though long the weary way we tread, 
And sorrow crown each lingering year. 

No path we shun, no darkness dread, 
Our hearts still whispering-, Thou art near. 

3 On thee we fling our burdening wof 
O Love Divine, forever dear; 

Content to suffer while we know. 
Living or dying, thou art near. 

O. W. HOUWKS 
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HEBEON, L. M, 



LOWELL MASON. 
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THOU only Sovereign of my heart, 
My Refuge, my almighty Friend ! 

And can my soul from thee depart, 
On whom alone my hopes depend? 

2 Whither, ah ! whither shall I go, 
A wretched wanderer, from my Lord? 

Can this dark \vorld of sin and woe 
One glimpse of happiness afford ? 

3 Thy name my inmost powers adore ; 
Thou art my life, my joy, my care. 

Depart from thee 'tis death 'tis more 
'Tis endless ruin, deep despair ! 

4 Low at thy feet my soul would lie ; 
Here safety dwells, and peace divine. 

Still let me live beneath thine eye, 
For life, eternal life, is thine. 

ANNE STEELE. 

141 

THUS far the Lord has led me on ; 

Thus far his power prolongs my days } 
And every evening shall make known 

Some fresh memorial of his grace. 

2 Much of my time has run to waste, 
And I, perhaps, am near my home ; 

But he forgives my follies past, 
And gives me strength for days to come. 

3 I lay my body down to sleep ; 
Peace is the pillow for my head ; 

While well-appointed angels keep 
Their watchful stations round my bed. 



4 Thus, when the night of death shall come, 
My flesh shall rest beneath the ground, 

And wait thy voice to break my tomb, 
With sweet salvation in the sound. 

ISAAC WATTS. 



142 

JESUS, thou Shepherd of the sheep, 
Thy little flock in safety keep ; 
These lambs within thine arms now take, 
Nor let them e'er thy fold forsake. 

2 Secure them from the scorching beam, 
And lead them to the living stream ; 
In verdant pastures let them lie, 
And watch them with a shepherd's eye. 

3 O teach them to discern thy voice, 
And in its sacred sound rejoice ; 
From strangers may they ever flee, 
And know no other guide but thee. 

4 Lord, bring thy sheep that wander yet, 
And let their number be complete ; 
Then let the flock from earth remove, 
And reach the heavenly fold above. 

W. B. COIAYER. 

143 

WELCOME, ye hopeful heirs of heaven, 
To this rich feast of gospel love ; 

This pledge is but the prelude given 
To that immortal feast above. - 

2 How great the blessing, thus to meet, 
According to our Saviour's word, 

And hold, by faith, communion sweet 
With our unseen, yet present, Lord 1 . 

3 And if so sweet this feast below, 
What will it be to meet above, 

Where all we see, and feel, and know, 
Are fruits of everlasting love ! 



4 Soon shall we tune the heavenly lyre, 
While listening worlds the song approve f - 

Eternity itself expire, 
Ere we exhaust the theme of love. 

UNKNOWN. 
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LET me but hear my Saviour say, 
" Strength shall be equal to thy day ; " 
Then I rejoice in deep distress, 
Leaning on all-sum'cient grace. 

2 I can do all things or can bear 
All suffering, if my Lord be there ; 
Sweet pleasures mingle with the pains, 
While he my sinking head sustains. 

3 I glory in infirmity, 

That Christ's own power may rest on me ; 
When I am weak, then am I strong ; 
Grace is my shield, and Christ my song. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
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KINDRED in Christ, for his dear sake 
A hearty welcome here receive; . 

May we together now partake 
The joys which only he can give. 

2 May he, by whose kind care we mee*, 
Send Ins good Spirit from above, 

Make our communications sweet, 
And cause our hearts to burn with love. 

3 Forgotten be each worldly theme, 
When Christians meet together thus; 

We only wish to speak of him 
Who lived, and died, and reigns for us. 



s, as the moments pass away, 
Vll love, and wonder, and adore ; 
i hasten on the glorious day 
When we shall meet to part no more. 
. . _ JOHN NEWTON. 

14 O 
WHEN we the sacred grave survey. 

In which the Saviour deigned to lie, 
We see fulfilled what prophets say, 
And all the power of death defy. 

2 This empty tomb shall now proclaim 
How weak the band, jf conquered deafe ; 

Sure pledge that all who trust his name 
Shall rise and draw immortal breath. 

3 Jesus, once numbered with the dead, 
Unseals his eyes to sleep no more ; 

And ever lives their cause to plead 
For whom the pains of death he bore. 

4 Then, though in dust we lay our head, 
Yet, gracious God, thou wilt not leave 

Our flesh forever with the dead, 
Nor lose thy children in the grave. 

UNKNOWN. 



147 

FOUNTAIN of grace, rich, full, and free, 
What need I, that is not in thee 
Full pardon, strength to meet the day, 
And peace which none can take away? 

2 l>oth sickness fill my heart with fear 1 
'Tis sweet to know that thou art near. 
Am I with dread of justice tried? 
'Tis sweet to know that Christ hath died. 

3 In life, thy promises of aid 
Forbid my heart to be afraid ; 

In death, peace gently vails the eyes- 
Christ rose, and I shall surely rise. 

. .. _ J. EDMESTON. 

148 

TO-DAY, if you will hear his voice ; 
Now is the time to make your choice; 
Say, will you to Mount Zion go? 
Say, will you come to Christ or no? 

2 Say, will you be forever blest, 
And with this glorious Jesus rest? 
Will you be saved from guilt and pain ? 
Will you with Christ forever reign? 

3 Make now your choice, and halt no more, 
He now is waiting for the poor; 
Say, now, poor souls, what will you do? 
Say, will you come to Christ or no? 

4 Fathers and sons, for ruin bound, 
Amidst the gospel's joyful sound, 
Come, go with us, and seek to prove 
The joys of Christ's redeeming love. 

5 Matrons and maids, we look to you 
Are you resolved to perish, too? 

To rush in carnal pleasures on, 
And sink in flaming ruin down? 

6 Once more we ask you in his name, 
(We know his love remains the same), 
Say, will you to Mount Zion go? 
Say, will you come to Christ or no? 

. - MILLER. 

149 

DISMISS us with thy blessinp, Lord ; 
Help us to feed upon thy word ; 
All that has been amiss, forgive, 
A nd let thy truth within us live. 

2 Though we are guilty, thou art good 
Cleanse all our sins in Jesus' blood, 
Give every burdened soul release, 
And bid us all depart in peace. 

Jos. HART. 
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JESUS, the Spring of joys divine, 
Whence all our hopes and comforts flow; 

Jesus, no other name but thine 
Can save us from eternal woe. 



I52 

BEHOLD the Christian warrior stand 
In all the armor of his God : 

The Spirit's sword is in his hand, 
His feet are with the gospel shod ; 



2 In vain would boasting reason find i 2 In panoply of truth complete, 
The way to happiness and God ; Salvation's helmet on his head ; 



Her weak directions leave the mind 
Bewildered in a dubious road. 

3 No other name will heaven approve; 
Thou art the true, the living Way, 

Ordained by everlasting love, 
To the bright realms of endless day. 

4 Here let our constant feet abide, 
Nor from the heavenly path depart ; 

O let thy Spirit, gracious Guide, 
Direct our steps, and cheer our heart. 

ANNE STEELE. 

151 

MY GOD, my heart with love inflame, 
That I may, in thy holy name, 
Aloud in songs of praise rejoice, 
While I have breath to raise my voice. 



With righteousness a breastplate meet 
And faith's broad shield before him spread. 

3 Undaunted to the field he goes; 
Yet vain were skill and valor there. 

Unless, to foil his legion foes, 
He takes the trustiest weapon, prayer 

4 Thus, strong in his Redeemer's strength, 
Sin, death, and hell he tramples down; 

Fights the good fight, and wins at length, 
Through mercy, an immortal crown, 

JAMES MONTGOMERY. 

153 

EXALTED Prince of Life, we own 
| The royal honors of thy throne ; 
'Tis fixed by God's almighty hand, 
And seraphs bow at thy command. 



'2 No more let my ungrateful heart 2 Exalted Saviour, we confess 
One moment from thy praise depart ; The mighty triumphs of thy grace. 
But live and sing, in sweet accord, j Where beams of gentle radiance shine* 
The glories of my sovereign Lord. And temper majesty divine. 



3 Jesus, thou hope of glory, come 
And make my heart thy constant home; 
Through all the remnant of my days, 
O let me speak and live thy praise. 

UNKNOWN. 



3 Wide thy resistless scepter sway, 
Till all thine enemies obey ; 
Widelet thy cross its virtues prove, 
And conquer millions by its love. 
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O PEACE of God, sweet peace of God, 
Where broods on earth this gentle dove? 

Where spread those pure and downy wings 
To shelter him whom God doth love? 

2 Whence comes this blessing of the soul, 
This silent joy that can not fade ; 

This glory, tranquil, holy, bright, 
Pervading sorrow's deepest shade? 

3 The peace of God, the peace of God, 
It shines as clear 'mid cloud and storm 

As in the calmest summer day ; 
'Mid chill as in the sunlight warm. 

4 O peace of God, earth hath no power 
To shed thine unction o'er the heart; 

tts smile can never bring it here 
Its frown ne'er bid its light depart. 

5 Sweet peace ! O let thy heavenly ray 
Shed its calm radiance o'er my road ; 

Its kindly light shall cheer me on 
Guide to the endless peace of God. 

, _ UNKNOWN. 

155 

How vain is all beneath the skies ! 

How transient every earthly bliss ! 
How slender all the fondest ties 

That bind us to a world like this ! 

2 The evening cloud, the morning dew, 
The withering grass, the fading flower, 

Of earthly hopes are emblems true 
The glory of a passing hour. 



3 But though earth's fairest blossoms die, 
And all beneath the skies is vain, 

There is a brighter world on high, 
Beyond the reach of care and pain. 

4 Then let the hope of joys to come 
Dispel our cares and chase our fears ; 

If God be ours, we're traveling home, 
Though passing through a vale of tears, 

ICO D. E. FORD. 

itow blest are they whose transient years 
Pass like an evening meteor's flight; 

Not dark with guilt, nor dim with teair 
Whose course is short, unclouded, bright! 

2 O cheerless were our lengthened way; 
But heaven's own light dispels the gloom, 

Streams downward from eternal day, 
And casts a glory round the tomb. 

3 O stay thy tears : the blest above 
Have hailed a spirit's heavenly birth, 

And sung a song of joy and love 
Then why should anguish reign on earth 

-j NORTON. 

O FOR a strong, a lasting faith, 
To credit what th' Almighty saith, 
T' embrace the message of his Son, 
And call the joys of heaven our owfij 
2 Then, should the earth's old pillars shake, 
And all the wheels of nature break, 
Our steady souls should fear no more 
Than solid rocks when Mllows roar. 

ISA.KC WATTB. 
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BY faith in Christ I walk with God, 
With heaven, my journey's end, in view ; 

Supported by his staff' and rod, 
My road is safe, and pleasant too. 

2 I travel through a desert wide, 
Where many round me blindly stray ; 

But he vouchsafes to be my Guide, 
And keep me in the narrow way. 

3 With him sweet converse I maintain ; 
Great as he is, I dare be free ; 

I tell him all my grief and pain, 
And he reveals his love to me. 

4 I pity all that worldlings talk 

Of pleasures that will quickly end ; 
Be this my choice, O Lord ! to walk 
With thee, my Guide, my Guard, my Friend. 

JOHN NEWTON. 




LET thoughtless thousands choose the road 
That leads the soul away from God ; 
This happiness, blest Lord, be mine, 
To live and die entirely thine. 

2 On Christ, by faith, my soul would live, 
From him my life, my all, receive ; 
To him devote my fleeting hours, 
Serve him alone with all my powers. 

3 Christ is my everlasting all ; 
To him I look, on him I call ; 
He will my every want supply 
In time, and through eternity. 

4 Soon will the Lord, my life, appear; 
Soon shall I end my trials here; 
Leave sin and sorrow, death and pain ; 
To live is Christ, to die is gain. 

JCMAH HOPKINS. 
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BLEST are the humble souls that see 
Their emptiness and poverty ; 
Treasures of grace to them are given, 
And crowns of joy laid up in heaven. 

2 Blest are the men of broken heart, 
Who mourn for sin with in ward smart; 
The blood of Christ divinely flows, 
A healing balm for all their woes. 

3 Blest are the souls who thirst for grace, 
Hunger and thirst for righteousness ; 
They shall be well supplied and fed 
With li ving streams and living bread. 

4 Blest are the men of peaceful life, 
Who quench the glowing coals of strife; 
They shall be called the heirs of bliss, 
The sons of God, the God of peace. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
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THE tempter to my soul hath said, 
" There is no help in God for thee ; " 

Lord, lift thou up thy servant's head ; 
My glory, shield, and solace be. 

2 Thus to the Lord I raised my cry; 
He heard me from his holy hill ; 

At his command the waves rolled by, 
He beckoned and the winds were still. 

3 I laid me down and slept I woke 
Thou, Lord, my spirit didst sustain ; 

Bright from the east the morning broke 
Thy comforts rose on me again. 

4 I will not fear, though armd throngs 
Surround my steps in all their wrath; 

Salvation to the Lord belongs : 
His presence guards his people's path. 

J. MONTGOMERY. 
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How pleasing to behold and see 
The friends of Jesus all agree 
To sit around the sacred board 
As members of one common Lord. 

2 Here we behold the dawn of bliss ; 
Here we behold the Saviour's grace ; 
Here we behold his precious blood, 
Which sweetly pleads for us with God. 

3 While here we sit we would implore, 
That love may spread from shore to shore, 
Till all the saints, like us, combine 
To praise the Lord in songs divine. 

4 To all we freely give our hand, 
Who love the Lord in every land ; 
For all are one in Christ our head, 
To whom be endless honors paid. 

JOHN DOBELL. 

No change of time shall ever shock 
My firm affection, Lord, to thee ; 

For thou hast always been my rock, 
A fortress and defense to me. 

2 Thou my deliverer art, my God! 
My trust is in thy mighty power ; 

Thou art my shield from foes abroad, 
At home my safeguard and my tower. 

3 To thee will I address my prayer, 
To whom all praise I justly owe ; 

fio shall T, by thy watchful care, 
Be guarded from my treacherous foe. 

"TATK AND BRADY. 



164 

GLORY to thee, my God, 'this night, 
For all the blessings of the light ; 
Keep me, O keep me, King of kings, 
Beneath thine own almighty wings. 

2 Forgive me, Lord, for thy dear Son, 
The ill which I this day have done; 
That with the world, myself, and thee, 
I, ere I sleep, at peace may be. 

3 Be thou my Guardian while I sleep; 
Thy watchful station near me keepj 
My heart with love celestial fill, 
And guard me from th' approach of ill 

4 Lord, let my soul forever share 
The bliss of thy paternal care ; 

'Tis heaven on earth, 'tis heaven abov% 
To see thy face, and sing thy love ! 
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A BROKEN heart, my God, my King, 
Is all the sacrifice I bring ; 
The God of grace will ne'er despise 
A broken heart for sacrifice. 

2 My soul lies humbled in the dust 
And owns thy dreadful sentence just; 
Look down, O Lord, with pitying eye, 
And save the soul condemned to die. 

3 Then will I teach the world thy ways; 
Sinners shall learn thy sovereign grace; 
I'll lead them to my Saviour's blood, 
And they shall praise a pardoning God. 

ISAAC WATTS 
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THOUGH all the world my choice deride, 
Yet Jesus shall my portion be; 

For I am pleased with none beside ; 
The fairest of the fair is he. 




2 Sweet is the vision of thy face, 
And kindness o'er thy lips is shed ; 

Lovely art thou, and full of grace, 
And glory beams around thy head. 



OVEEBEEG. L. M. 



3 Thy sufferings I embrace with thee, 
Thy poverty and shameful cross ; 

The pleasures of the world I flee, 
And deem its treasures only dross. 

4 Be daily dearer to my heart, 
And ever let me feel thee near; 

Then willingly with all I'd part, 
Nor count it worthy of a tear. 

G. TERSTEEGEN. 
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MY gracious Lord. I own thy right 
To every service I can pay, 

And call it my supreme delight 
To hear thy dictates, and obey. 

2 What is my being but for thee, 
Its sure support, its noblest end ? 

J Tis my delight thy face to see, 
And serve the cause of such a Friend. 

3 1 would not sigh for worldly joy, 
Or to increase my worldly good ; 



Nor future days nor powers employ 
To spread a 'sounding name abroad. 

4 'Tis to my Saviour I would live, 
To him who for my ransom died ; 

Nor could all worldly honor give 
Such bliss as crowns me at his side. 

5 His work my hoary age shall bless, 
When youthful vigor is no more ; 

And my last hour of life confess 
His dying love, his saving power. 

PHILII DODDRIDGE. 
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SUN of my soul, thou Saviour dear, 
It is not night if thou be near; 

may no earth-born cloud arise 

To hide thee from thy servant's eyes. 

2 When soft the dews of kindly sleep 
My wearied eyelids gently steep. 

Be my last thoughthow sweet to rest 
Forever on my Saviour's breast ! 

3 Abide with me from morn till eve, 
For without thee I can pot live ; 
Abide with me when night is nigh, 
For without thee I dare not die. 

4 Be near to bless me when I wake, 
Ere through the world my way I take ; 
Abide with me till, in thy love, 

[ lose myself in heaven above. 

169 JKEBLE 

MY dear Redeemer, and my Lord, 
E read my duty in thy word ; 
But in thy life the law appears 
Drawn out in living characters. 

2 Such was thy truth, and such thy zeal, 
Such deference to thy Father's will, 
Such love, and. meekness so divine, 

1 would transcribe and make them mine, 

3 Be thou my pattern ; make me bear 
More of thy gracious image here ; 
Then God, the Judge, shall own my name 
A.mong the followers of the Lamb. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
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FATHEB of spirits, nature's God, 
Our inmost thoughts are known to thee; 

Thou, Lord, canst hear each idle word, 
And every private action see. 

2 Could we on morning's swiftest wings, 
Pursue our flight through trackless air, 

Or dive beneath deep ocean's springs, 
Thy presence still would meet us there. 

3 In vain may guilt attempt to fly, 
Concealed beneath the pall of niglit ; 

One glance from thy all-piercing eye 
Can kindle darkness into light. 

4 Search thou our hearts, and there destroy 
Each evil thought, each secret sin, 

And fit us for those realms of joy, 
Where naught impure shall enter in. 

. JOHN BOWRING. 

Now let our souls, on wings sublime, 
i Rise from the vanities of time ; 
Draw back the parting vail, and see 
! The glories of eternity. 

i 2 Born by a new, celestial birth, 
I Why should we grovel here on earth? 
Why grasp at vain and fleeting toys, 
So near to heaven's eternal joys? 

3 Shall aught beguile us on the road, 
AVhile we are walking back to God? 
For strangers into life we come, 
And dying is but going home. 

THOS. " 
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EARTH has a joy unknown in heaven-- 
The new-born joy of sins forgiven ! 
Tears of such pure and deep delight, 
O angels, never dimmed your sight, 

2 You saw of old on chaos rise 
The beauteous pillars of the skies ; 
You know where morn exulting springs, 
And evening folds her drooping wings. 

3 Bright heralds of th' Eternal Will, 
Abroad his errands you fulfill; 

Or, throned in floods of beamy day, 
Symphonious in his presence play. 

4 But I amid your choirs shall shine, 
And all your knowledge shall be mine; 
You on your harps must lean to hear 
A secret chord that mine shall bear. 

A. L. HlLLHOUSE. 

GREAT was the day, the joy was great, 
When the beloved disciples met ; 
And on their heads the Spirit came, 
And sat like tongues of cloven flame. 

2 What gifts, what miracles he gave 
The power to kill, the power to save ! 
Furnished their tongues with wondrous word. 1 : 
Instead of shields, and spears, and swords! 

Thus armed, he sent the champions forth, 
From east to west, from south to north; 
Go, and assert your Saviour's cause 
Go, spread the mystery of the cross. 

4 These weapons of the holy war, 
Of what almighty force they are, 
To make our stubborn passions bow, 
And lay the proudest rebel low! 

ISAAC WATTS. 



174 

THOU, Saviour, from thy throne on high. 

Enrobed with light, and girt with power, 
Dost note the thought, the prayer, the sigh, 

Of hearts that love the tranquil hour 

2 Oft thou thyself didst steal away, 
At eventide from labor done, 

In some still, peaceful shade to pray, 
Till morning watches were begun. 

3 Thou hast not, dearest Lord, forgot 
Thy wrestlings on Judea's hills; 

And still thou iov'st the quiet spot 
Where praise fcbe lowly spirit fills. 

4 Now to our soul s, withdrawn awhile 
From earth's rude noise, thy u;e reveal^ 

And, as we worship, kindly smUe, 
And for thine own our spirits seal. 

RAY PALME* 
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How blest the sacred tie that binds, 
In sweet communion, kindred minds! 
How swift the heavenly course they run, 
Whose hearts and faith and hopes are one. 

2 To each the soul of each how deLr! 
What tender love, what holy fear ! 
How doth the generous flame within 
Refine from earth, and cleanse from sin ! 

3 Their streaming eyes together flow 
For human guilt and mortal woe ; 
Their ardent prayers together rise 
Like mingling flames in sacrifice. 

4 Nor shall the glowing flame expire, 
When dimly burns frail nature's fire ; 
Soon shall they meet in realms above, 
A heaven of joy, a heaven of love. 

A. L. BARBAULD. 
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NOT all the nobles of the earth. 
Who boast the honors of then* birth, 
So high a dignity can claim, 
As those who bear the Christian name. 

2 To them the privilege is given 

To be the sons and heirs of heaven 
Sons of the God who reigns on high, 
A.nd heirs of joy beyond the sky. 

3 His will he makes them early know, 
And teaches their young feet to go ; 
Imparts instruction to then* minds, 
And on their hearts his precepts binds. 

4 Their daily wants his hands supply, 
Then* steps he guards with watchful eye ; 
Leads them from earth to heaven above, 
And crowns them with eternal love. 

S. STENNETT. 

177 

WHEN Jesus dwelt in mortal clay, 
What were his works, from day to day, 
But miracles of power and grace, 
That spread salvation through our race? 

2 Teach us, O Lord, to keep in view 
Thy pattern, and thy steps pursue; 
Let alms bestowed, let kindness done, 
Be witnessed by each rolling sun. 

3 That man may last, but never lives, 
Who much receives, but nothing gives, 
Whom none can love, whom none .can thank, 
Creation's blot, creation's blank. 

4 But he who marks from day to day 
In generous acts his radiant way, 
Treads the same path the Saviour trod, 
The path to glory and to God. 

_ THOS. GIBBONS. 
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BLEST hour, when mortal man retires 
To hold communion with the Lord; 

To send to heaven his warm desires, 
And listen to the sacred word ! 

1 Blest hour, when earthly cares resign 
Then* empire o'er his anxious breast, 

While, all around, the calm divine 
Proclaims the holy day of rest ! 

3 Blest hour, when God himself draws nigh, 
Well pleased his people's voice to hear, 

To hush the penitential sigh, 
And wipe away the mourner's tear I 

T. RAFFLES. 
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BEHOLD, the blind their sight receive! 
Behold, the dead awake and live ! 
The dumb speak wonders, and the lame 
Leap like the hurt, and bless his name J 

2 Thus doth the Holy Spirit own 
And seal the mission of the Son ; 
The Father vindicates his cause, v 
While he hangs bleeding on the cross 

3 He dies the heavens in mourning stood,* 
He rises by the power of God ! 
Behold, the Lord ascending high, 
No more to bleed, no more to die. 

4 Hence and forever from my heart 

1 bid my doubts and fears depart ; 
And to those hands my soul resign, 
Which bear credentials so divine. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
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ODE Saviour bowed beneath the wave, 
And meekly sought a watery grave; 
Come, see the sacred place he trod, 
A path well-pleasing to our God. 

2 His voice we hear, his footsteps trace, 
And hither come to seek his face, 

To do his will, to feel his love, 
And join our songs with songs above 

3 Hosanna to the Lamb divine ! 
Let endless glories round him shine ! 
High o'er the heavens forever reign, 
O Lamb of God, for sinners slain. 

UNKNOWN. 

WHILE life prolongs its precious light, 
Mercy is found, and peace is given ; 

But soon, ah! soon, approaching night 
Shall blot out every hope of heaven. 

2 While God invites, how blest the dayj 
How sweet the gospel's charming sound! 

Come, sinners, haste, O haste away, 
While yet a pardoning God is found. 

3 Soon, borne on time's most rapid wing 
Shall death command you to the grave, 

Before his bar your spirits bring, 
And none be found to hear or save. 

4 Now God invites: how blest the day! 
How sweet the gospel's charming sound < 

Come, shiners, haste, O haste away, 

While yet a pardoning God is found 
TIMOTHY DWIOHT 
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'Tis midnight, and on Olive's brow 
The star is dimmed that lately shone ; 

'Tis midnight in .the garden now 
The suffering Saviour prays alone. 

2 'Tis midnight, and from all removed 
The Saviour wrestles lone with fears 

E'en that disciple whom he loved 
Heeds not his Master's grief and tears. 

FEDERAL STEEET. L. M. 



3 Tis midnight, and for others' guilt 
The Man of Sorrows weeps in blood; 

Yet he that hath in anguish knelt 
Is not forsaken by his God. 

4 'Tis midnight, and from ether-plains 
Is borne the song that angels know- 
Unheard by mortals are the strains 

That sweetly soothe the Saviour's woe. 

W. B. TAPPAN. 
H. K. OLIVER. 
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FROM Cal-va-ry a cry was heard 
A bitter and heart-rending cry; 

My Saviour, every mournful word 
Bespeaks thy soul's deep agony. 

2 A. horror of great darkness fell 
On thee, thou spotless, holy One, 

And all the swarming hosts of hell 
Conspired to tempt God's only Son. 
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3 The scourge, the thorns, thedfcep disgrace, 
These thou couldst bear, nor once repine ; 

But when Jehovah vailed his face, 
Unutterable pangs were thine. 

4 Lord, on thy cross I fix mine eye ; 
If e'er I lose its strong control, 

O let that dying, piercing cry 
Melt, and reclaim my wandering soul 
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MY only Saviour, when I feel 
O'erwhelmed in spirit, faint, oppressed, 

'Tis sweet to tell thee, while I kneel 
Low at thy feet, thou art my rest. 

2 I'm weary of the strife within; 
Strong powers against my soul contest ; 

O let me turn from self and sin 
To thy dear cross, for there is rest. 

3 O sweet will be the welcome day 
When, from her toils and woes released, 

My parting soul in death shall say, 
" Now, Lord, I come to thee for rest" 

UNKNOWN. 
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AWAY from earth my spirit turns 
Away from every transient good ; 

With strong desire my bosom burns 
To feast on heaven's diviner food. 

2 Thou, Saviour, art the living bread; 

Thou wilt my every want supply; 
By thee sustained, and cheered, and led, 

I'll press through dangers to the sky. 

8 What though temptations oft distress, 
And sin assails and breaks my peace, 

Thou wilt uphold, and save, and bless, 
And bid the storms of passion cease. 

4 Then let me take thy gracious hand, 
And walk beside thee onward still, 

Till my glad feet shall safely stand, 
Forever firm, on Zion's hill. 

RAY FALMBX. 
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O SUFFERING Friend of human kind, 
How, as the fatal hour drew near, 

Came thronging on thy holy mind 
The images of grief and fear ! 

2 Gethsemane's sad midnight scene, 
The faithless friends, th' exulting foes. 

The thorny crown, the insult keen, 
The scourge, the cross, before thee rose- 

3 Did not thy spirit shrink dismayed, 
As the dark vision o'er it came, 

And, though in sinless strength arrayed, 
Turn, shuddering, from the death of shame? 

4 Onward, like thee, thro' scorn and dread 
May we our Father's call obey, 

Steadfast the path of duty tread, 
And rise, through death, to endless day. 

S. G. BulFINCH. 
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COME, weary souls, with sin distressed \ 
The Saviour offers heavenly rest ; 
The kind, the gracious call obey, 
And cast your gloomy fears away. 

2 Oppressed with guilt, a heavy load, 
O come, and bo\vr before your God. 
Divine compassion, mighty love, 
Will all the painful load remove. 

3 Here mercy's boundless ocean flows, 
To cleanse your guilt and heal your woes ; 
Pardon, and life, and endless peace 
How rich -the gift, how free the grace ' 

ANNE STKBLB. 
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ASLEEP in Jesus! blessed sleep, 
From which none ever wakes to weep 
A calm and undisturbed repose, 
Unbroken by the last of foes ! 

2 Asleep in Jesus ! O how sweet 
To be for such a slumber meet ; 
With holy confidence to sing, 
That death has lost its venomed sting 

3 Asleep in Jesus ! Peaceful rest, 
Whose waking is supremely blest! 
No fear, no woe, shall dim that hour 
That manifests the Saviour's power. 
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4 Asleep in Jesus ! O for me 
May such a blissful refuge be ! 
Securely shall my ashes lie, 

And wait the summons from on high. 

5 Asleep in Jesus ! Time nor space 
Affects this precious hiding-place ; 
On Indian plains, on Lapland snows, 
Believers find the same repose. 

6 Asleep in Jesus ! Far from thee 
Thy kindred and their graves may bej 
But thine is still a blessed sleep, 
From which none ever wakes to weep. 

MRS. M. MACKAY. 
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PEACE, troubled soul, whose plaintive moan 
Hath taught each scene the notes of woe; 

Cease thy complaint, suppress thy groan, . 
And let thy tears forget to flow. 

Behold the precious balm is found 

To lull thy pain, to heal thy wound. 



2 Come, freely come, by sin oppressed, 
On Jesus cast thy weighty load ; 

In him thy refuge find, thy rest, 
Safe in the mercy of thy God. 

Thy God's thy Saviour glorious word ! 

O hea/, believe and bless the Lord. 

WAITER SHIKUET. 
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ON Zion's glorious summit stood 

A numerous host, redeemed by blood; 

They hymned then* King in strains divine ; 

1 heard the song, and strove to join. 

2 Here all who suffered sword or flame 
For truth, or Jesus' lovely name, 
Shout victory now, and hail the Lamb, 
And bow before the great I AM. 

3 While everlasting ages roll, 
Eternal love shall feast their soul, 
And scenes of bliss, forever new, 
Rise in succession to their view. 

KENT. 
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O SWEET employ, to sing and trace 
Th' amazing heights and depths of grace ; 
And spend, from sin and sorrow free, 
A blissful, vast eternity ! 

2 O what a sweet, exalted song, 
When every tribe, and every tongue, 
Redeemed by blood, with Christ appear, 
And join in one full chorus there ! 

3 My- soul anticipates the day 
Would stretch her wings and soar away, 
To aid the song, the palm to bear, 
And praise my great Redeemer there. 

KENT. 
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O COULD I speak the matchless worth, 

could I sound the glories forth, 
Which in my Saviour shine, 

I'd soar and touch the heavenly strings, 
And vie with Gabriel while he sings, 
In notes almost divine. 

2 I'd sing the precious blood he spilt, 
My ransom from the dreadful guilt 

Of sin, and wrath divine ; 
I'd sing his glorious righteousness, 
In which all-perfect, heavenly dress 

My soul shall ever shine. 

3 I'd sing the characters he bears, 
And all the forms of love he wears, 

Exalted on his throne ; 
In loftiest songs of sweetest praise, 

1 would to everlasting days 
Make all his glories known. 

4 Well the delightful day will come. 
\\Vhen my dear Lord will bring me home, 

And I shall see his face ; 
Then, with my Saviour, Brother. Friend, 
A blest eternity I'll spend, 

Triumphant in his grace. 

193 SMEDLEY 

HAD I ten thousand gifts beside, 
I'd cleave to Jesus crucified, 
And build on him alone : 



For no foundation is there given 
On which to place my hopes of heaven, 
But Christ, the corner-stone. 

2 Possessing Christ, I all possess 
Wisdom, and strength, and righteousness, 

And holiness complete ; 
Bold in his name, I dare draw nigh 
Before the Ruler of the sky, 

And all his justice meet, 

3 There is no path to heavenly bliss, 
To solid joy or lasting peace, 

But Christ, th' appointed road ; 
O may we tread the sacred way, 
By faith rejoice, and praise, ana pray 

Till we sit down with God. 

_ _ CHATHAM 
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O LOUD, how happy should we be, 
If we could cast our care on thee ; 

If we from self could rest, 
And feel, at heart, that One above. 
In perfect wisdom, perfect love, 

Is working for the best ! 

2 Help us, O Lord, to trust in thee. 
And in our trials still to see 

The tokens of thy love ; 
Let no temptation overcome, 
To lure us from the pathway home, 

To live with thee above. 

J. AN8TICK. 
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Come, take his praises on your tongues, 
And raise to him your thankful songs 
"In him ye are complete." 

2 In him, who all our praise excels, 
The fullness of the Godhead dwells, 

And all perfections meet ; 
The head of all celestial powers, 
Divinely theirs, divinely ours 

"In him ye are complete." 

3 Still onward urge your heavenly way; 
Dependent on him day by day, 

His presence still entreat ; 
His precious name forever bless, 
Your glory, strength, and righteousness 

"In him ye are complete." 
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BE it my only wisdom here, 
To serve the Lord with filial fear. 

With loving gratitude ; 
Superior sense may I display, 
By shunning every evil way, 

And walking in the good. 

2 O may I still from sin depart; 
A wise and understanding heart, 

Jesus, to me be given ; 
And let me through thy Spirit know 
To glorify my God below, 

And find my way to heaven. 

CHARLES WBSLVK 



195 

O J.OVE divine, how sweet thou art ! 
When shall I find my wandering heart 

All taken up in thee ? 
O may I daily live to prove 
The sweetness of redeeming love, 

The love of Christ to me ! 

2 God only knows the love of God ; 

may it now be shed abroad 
To cheer my fainting heart ! 

1 want to feel that love divine ; 

This heavenly portion, Lord, be mine 
Be mine this better part. 

O that I could forever sit 
With Mary at the Master's feet I 

Be this my happy choice : 
My only care, delight, and bliss, 
M J joy my heaven on earth, be this, 

To hear the Bridegroom's voice. 

4 O that I might with happy John, 
Recline my weary head upon 

The blest Redeemer's breast ! 
From care, and fear, and sorrow free, 
Give me, O Lord, to find in thee 

My everlasting rest. 

ir\r* CHARLES WESLEY. 

COME join, ye saints, with heart and voice, 
Alone in Jesus to rejoice, 
And worship at his feet ; 
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4 You Gentile sinners, ne'er forget 
The wormwood and the gall ; 

Go, spread your trophies at his feet, 
And crown him Lord of all. 

5 Let every kindred, every tribe, 
On this terrestrial ball, 

To him all majesty ascribe, 
And crown him Lord of all. 

6 O that with yonder sacred throng 
We at his feet may fall ! 

We'll join the everlasting song, 
And crown him Lord of all. 

EDWARD PERRONET. 
WM. SHRUBSOI.E. 
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ALL hail the power of Jesus' name ! 

Let angels prostrate fall; 
Bring forth the royal diadem, 

And crown him Lord of all. 

2 Crown him, you martyrs of our God, 
Who from his altar call ; 

Extol the stem of Jesse's rod, 
And crown him Lord of all. 

3 You chosen seed of Israel's race, 
A remnant weak and small, 

Hail him who saves you by his grace, 
And crown him Lord of all. 

MILES LANE. 0. M. 
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O FOB a thousand tongues, to sing 
My dear Redeemer's praise, 

The glories of my God and King, 
The triumphs of his grace ! 

2 My gracious Master and my God, 
Assist me to proclaim, 

To spread, through all the earth abroad, 
The honors of thy name. 

3 Jesus ! the name that calms our fears, 
That bids our sorrows cease 

'Tis music to my ravished ears, 
'Tis life, and health, and peace. 

4 He breaks the power of reigning sin ; 
He sets the prisoner free ; 

His blood can make the foulest clean : 
His blood availed for me. 

2QO C- WESLBY - 

GIVE me the wings of faith, to rise 

Within the vail, and see 
The saints above, how great their joys, 

How bright their glories be. 

2 Once they were mourning here below, 
And poured out cries and tears; 

They wrestled hard, as we do now, 
With sins, and doubts, and fears. 

3 I ask them whence their victory came; 
They, with united breath, 

Ascribe their conquest to the Lamb, 
Their triumph to his death. 

4 They marked the footsteps that he trod ; 
His zeal inspired their breast ; 

And, following their incarnate God, 
Possess the. promised rest. 

ISAAC WATTS 
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To HIM that loved the sons of men, 
And washed us in his blood, 

To royal honors raised our heads, 
And made us priests to God 

2 To him let every tongue be praise, 
And every heart be love, 

All grateful honors paid on earth, 
And nobler songs above. 

3 Behold! on flying clouds he comes; 
His saints shall bless the day, 

While they that pierced him sadly mourn 
In anguish and dismay. 

4 Thou art the First, and thou the Last.- 
Time centers all in thee. 

Almighty Lord, who wast, and art, 
And evermore shalt be ! 

2Q2 UNKNOWN. 

O THOU, my light, my life, my joy, 

My glory and my all ! 
Unsent by thee, no good can come, 

Nor evil can befall. 

2 Such are thy schemes of providence, 
And methods of thy grace, 

That I may safely trust in thee 
Through all this wilderness. 

3 'Tis thine outstretched and powerful arm 
Upholds me in the way ; 

And thy rich bounty well supplies 
The wants of every day. 

4 For such compassion, O my God, 
Ten thousand thanks are due ; 

For such compassion I esteem 
Ten thousand thanks too few. 

J. MONTGOMERY. 
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THIS is the day the first ripe sheaf 
Before the Lord was waved, 

And Christ, first-fruits of them that slept, 
Was from the dead received. 

2 He rose for them for whom he died, 
That, like to him, they may 

Rise when he comes, in glory great, 
That ne'er shall fade away. 

3 This is the day the Spirit came, 
With us on earth to stay 



CEOPDT. C. M. 



A Comforter, to fill our hearts 
With joys that ne'er decay. 

4 His comforts are the earnest sure 
Of that same heavenly rest 

Which Jesus entered on, when he 
Was made forever blest. 

5 This day the Church of Christ began, 
Formed by his wondrous grace ; 

This day the saints in concord meet, 
To join in prayer and praise. 

UNKNOWN. 
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WITHIN thy house, O Lord, our God, 

In glory now appear ; 
Make this a place of thine abode, 

And shed thy blessings here. 

2 When we thy mercy-seat surround, 

Thy Spirit, Lord, impart ; 
And let thy gospel's joyful sound, 

With power, reach every heart. 



3 Here let the blind their sight obtain ; 
Here give the mourners rest ; 

Let Jesus here triumphant reign, 
Enthroned in every breast. 

4 Here let the voice of sacred joy 
And humble prayer arise, 

Till higher strains our tongues employ 
In realms beyond the skies. 

UNKNOWN. 
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ONCE more, my soul, the rising day 

Salutes thy waking eyes ; 
Once more, my voice, thy tribute pay 

To him that rules the skies. 

2 Night unto night his name repeats, 
The day renews the sound, 

Wide as the heavens on which he sits 
To turn the seasons round. 

3 'Tis he supports my mortal frame ; 
My tongue shall speak his praise ; 

My sins might rouse his wrath to flame, 
But yet his wrath delays. 

4 Great God, let all my hours be thine, 
Whilst I enjoy the light ; 

Then shall my sun in smiles decline, 
And bring a peaceful night. 

2QQ ISAAC WATTS 

ARISE, ye people, and adore, 
Exulting strike the chord; 

Let all the earth, from shore to shore, 
Confess th' almighty Lord. 

2 Glad shouts aloud, wide echoing round, 
Th' ascending Lord proclaim ; 

Th' angelic choir respond the sound, 
And shake creation's frame. 

8 They sing of death and hell o'erthrown 

In that triumphant hour; 
And God exalts his conquering Son 

To his right hand of power. 

H. F. LYTE. 
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THIS is the day the Lord hath made, 
He calls the hours his own; 

Let heaven rejoice, let earth be glad, 
And praise surround the throne. 

2 To-day he rose and left the dead, 
And Satan's empire fell; 

To-day the saints his triumphs spread, 
And all his wonders tell. 

3 Hosanna to th' anointed Bang, 
To David's holy Son ; 

Help us, O Lord descend and bring 
Salvation from thy throne. 

4 Hosanna in the highest strains 
The Church on earth can raise ! 

The highest heavens, in which he reigns, 
Shall give him nobler praise. 

ISAAC WATTS. 

How rich thy favors, God of grace, 

How various and divine ! 
Full as the ocean they are poured, 

And bright as heaven they shine. ' 

2 He to eternal glory calls, 
And leads the wondrous way 

To his own palace, where he reigns 
In uncreated day. 

3 The songs of everlasting years 
That mercy shall attend, 

Which leads, through sufferings of an hour, 
To joys that never end. 

PHILIP DODDRIDOS. 
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AGAIN the Lord of light and life 

Awakes the kindling ray, 
Unseals the eyelids of the morn, 

And pours increasing day. 

2 O what a night was that which wrapt 
The heathen world in gloom ! 

O what a Sun which rose this day 
Triumphant from the tomb ! 

3 This day be grateful homage paid, 
And loud hosannas sung ; 

Let gladness dwell in every heart, 
And praise on every tongue. 

4 Ten thousand different lips shall join 
To hail this welcome morn, 

Which scatters blessings from its wings 
To nations yet unborn. 

_ . _ ANNA L. BARBAULD. 
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WE sing the Saviour's wondrous death ; 

He conquered when he fell ; 
'Tis finished, said his dying breath, 

And shook the gates of hell. 

2 'Tis finished, our Immauuel cries ; 
The dreadful work is done; 

Hence shall his sovereign throne arise, 
His kingdom is begun. 

3 His cross a sure foundation laid 
For glory and renown, 

When through the regions of thedead 
He passed to reach the crown. 

UNKNOWN, 
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HOSANNA to the Prince of light, 
That clothed himself in clay, 

Entered the iron gates of death, 
And tore the bars away! 

2 Death is no more the king of dread, 
Since our Immanuel. rose ; 

He took the tyrant's sting away, 
And spoiled our hellish foes. 

3 Raise your devotion, mortal tongue^ 
To reach his blest abode ; 

Sweet be the accents of your songs 
To our Incarnate God. 

4 Bright angels, strike your loudest strings, 
Your sweetest voices raise : 

Let heaven, and all created things, 
Sound our Immanuel's praise. 

ISAAC WATTS. 

SALVATION! O the joyful sound! 

'Tis pleasure to our ears ; 
A sovereign balm for every wound, 

A cordial for our fears. 

2 Buried in sorrow and in sin, 
At hell's dark door we lay; 

But we arise, by grace divine, 
To see a heavenly day. 

3 Salvation ! let the echo fly 
The spacious earth around; 
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While all the armies of the sky 
Conspire to raise the sound. 

ISAAC WA 
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BRIGHT source of everlasting love ! 

To thee our souls we raise, 
A.nd to thy sovereign bounty rear 

A monument of praise. 

2 Thy mercy gilds the path of life 
With every cheering ray, 

Kindly restrains the rising tear, 
Or wipes that tear away. 

3 To tents of woe, to beds of pain, 
We cheerfully repair, 

And with the gifts thy hand bestows, 
Believe the mourners there. 

4 The widow's heart shall sing for joy; 
The orphan shall be fed ; 

The hungering soul we'll gladly point 

To Christ, the living Bread. 
_ . _ JAMES BODKN. 
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THE Saviour risen to-day we praise, 

In concert with the blest ; 
For now we see his work complete, 

And enter into rest, 

2 On this first day a brighter scene 
Of glory was displayed, 

Jjy the Creating Word, than when 
The universe was made. 

3 He rises who mankind has bought 
With grief and pain extreme : 

'Twos great to speak the world from naught j 
'Twas greater to redeem. 

4 How vain the stone, the watch, the seal ! 
Naught can forbid his rise ; 

'Tis he who shuts the gates of hell, 
And opens paradise. 

UNKNOWN. 
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BLEST morning, whose young, dawning rays 

Beheld our rising Lord ; 
That saw him triumph o'er the dnst, 

And leave his dark abode ! 

2 In the cold prison of a tomb 
The great Bedeemer lay, 

Till the revolving skies had brought 
The third, th' appointed day. 

3 Death and the grave unite their foree, 
To hold our Lord, in vain ; 

The sleeping Captive soon awakes, 
And bursts their feeble chain. 

4 To thy great name, almighty Lord. 
These sacred hours we pay ; 

And loud hosannas shall proclaim 
The triumph of the day. 

ISAAC WATTS. 

How free and boundless is the grace 

Of our redeeming God, 
Extending to the Greek and Jew, 

And men of every blood ! 

2 Come, all you wretched sinners, come : 
He'll form your souls anew ; 

His gospel and his heart have room 
For rebels such as you. 



doctrine is almighty love ; 
There's virtue in his name 
To turn a raven to a dove, 
A lion to a lamb. 

4 Come, then, accept the offered grace, 
And make no more delay: 

TTia love will all your guilt efface, 
And soothe your fears away. 

BKNJ. BKDDOME. 
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WITH sacred joy we lift our eyes 
To those bright realms above, 

That glorious temple in the skies, 
\Vhere dwells eternal love. 

2 Before the gracious throne we bow 
Of heaven's almighty King ; 

Here we present the solemn vow, 
Aud hymns of praise we sing. 



BBADFORD, C. M. 



3 O Lord, while in thy house we kneel, 
With trust and holy fear, 

Thy mercy and thy truth reveal, 
And lend a gracious ear. 

4 With fervor teach our hearts to pray,' 
And tune our lips to sing; 

Nor from thy presence cast away 
The sacrifice we bring. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
HANDEL. 
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1 KNOW that my Redeemer lives, 
And ever prays for me; 

A token of his love he gives, 
A pledge of liberty. 

2 I find him lifting up my head ; 
He brings salvation near : 

His presence makes me free indeed, 
And he will soou appear. 



3 He wills that I should holy be 
Shall I withstand his will? 

The counsel of his grace in me 
He surely shall fulfill. 

4 Jesus, I hang upon thy word; 
I steadfastly believe 

Thou wilt return, and claim me, Lord 
And to thyself receive. 
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To OUR Redeemer's glorious name 

Awake the sacred song ; 
O may his love (immortal flame !) 

Tune every heart and tongue. 

2 His love, what mortal thought can reach, 
What mortal tongue display ! 

Imagination's utmost stretch 
In wonder dies away. 

3 He left his radiant throne on high, 
Left the bright realms of bliss, 

And came to earth to bleed and die ! 
Was ever love like this ? 

4 Blest Lord, while we adoring pay 
Our humble thanks to thee, 

May every heart with rapture say, 
"The Saviour died for me." 

5 O may the sweet, the blissful theme 
Fill every heart and tongue, 

Till strangers love thy charming name, 
And join the sacred song. 

HARRIET B. STEELE. 

**m &m^J 

O GOD, my heart is fully bent 

To magnify thy name ; 
My tongue, with cheerful songs of praise, 

Shall celebrate thy fame. 

2 To all the listening tribes, O Lord, 

Thy wonders I will tell ; 
And to those nations sing thy praise 

That round about us dwell ; 



3 Because thy mercy's boundless height 
The highest heaven transcends ; 

And far beyond th' aspiring clouds 
Thy faithful truth extends. 

4 Be thou, O God, exalted high 
.above the starry frame ; 

And let the world, with one consent, 
Confess thy glorious name. 

_ TATE AND BRADY. 
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BEHOLD, the mountain of the Lord 

In latter days shall rise 
On mountain tops, above the hills, 

And draw the wondering eyes. 

2 To this the joyful nations round. 
All tribes and tongues, shall flow ; 

"Up to the hill of God," they'll say, 
" And to his house we'll go." 

3 The beam that shines from Zion's hill 
Shall lighten every land; 

The King who reigns in Salem's towers 
Shall all the world command. 

4 No strife shall vex Messiah's reign, 
Or mar the peaceful years ; 

To plowshares men shall heat their swords, 
To pruning-hooks their spears. 

5 No longer hosts, encountering hosts, 
Their millions slam deplore; 

They hang the trumpet in the hall, 
And study war no more. 

M 
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BEHOLD the glories of the Lainb 
Amidst bis Father's throne ! 

Prepare new honors for his name, 
And songs before unknown. 

2 Let elders worship at his feet, 
The Church adore around, 

With vials full of odors sweet, 
And harps of sweeter sound. 

3 Now to the Lamb that once was slain 
Be endless blessings paid ! 

Salvation, glory, joy remain 
Forever on thy head ! 

4 Thou hast redeemed our souls with blood, 
Hast set the prisoners free ; 

Hast made us kings and priests to God, 
And we shall reign with thee. 

ISAAC WATTS.' 
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ALMIGHTY Father, gracious Lord, 
Kind Guardian of my days, 

Thy mercies let my heart record, 
In songs of grateful praise. 

2 In life's first dawn, my tender frame 
Was thine indulgent care, 

Long ere I could pronounce thy name. 
Or breathe the infant prayer. 

3 Each rolling year new favors brought 
From thine, exhaustless store 

But, ah ! in vain my laboring thought 
Would count thy mercies o'er. 

4 Still I adore thee, gracious Lord, 
For favors more divine : 

That I have known thy sacred word 
Where all thy glories shine. 

ANNE STEELE. 

' THOMAS HAWEIS. 
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PLANTED la Christ, the living vine, 

This day, with one accord, 
Ourselves, with humble faith and joy, 

We yield to thee, O Lord. 

2 Joined in one body may we be; 
One inward life partake ; 

One be our heart ; one heavenly hope 
In every bosom wake. 

3 In prayer, in effort, tears, and toils, 
One wisdom be pur guide ; 

Taught by one Spirit from above, 
In thee may we abide. 

4 Then, when among the saints in light 
Our joyful spirits shine, 

Shall anthems of immortal praise, 

O Lamb of God, be thine. 
225 S.F. SMITH. 

SING, all ye ransomed of the Lord, 
Your great Deliverer sing; 

Ye pilgrims, now for Zion bound, 
Be joyful in your King. 

2 His hand divine shall lead you on, 
Through all the blissful road, 

Till to the sacred mount you rise, 
And see your gracious God. 

3 Bright garlands of immortal joy 
Shall bloom on every head ; 

While sorrow, sighing, and distress, 
Like shadows, all are fled. 

4 March on in your Redeemer's strength, 
Pursue his footsteps stiU ; 

And let the prospect cheer your eye 
While laboring up the hill. 

PHILIP DODDRIDGB. 
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COME, let us join in songs of praise 

To our ascended Priest ; 
He entered heaven with all our names 

Engraven on his breast. 

2 On earth he washed our guilt away 
By his atoning blood ; 

Now he appears before the throne, 
And pleads our cause with God. 

3 Clothed with our nature still, he know? 
The weakness of our frame, 

And how to shield us from the foes 
Which he himself o'ercame. 

4 O may we ne'er forget his grace, 
Nor blush to wear his name! 

Still may our hearts hold fast his faith, 
Our lips his praise proclaim ! 

_ _ ALEXANDER PIRIB. 
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AGAIN our earthly cares we leave, 

And to thy courts repair ; 
Again with joyful feet we come 

To meet our Saviour here. 

2 Within these walls let holy peace, 
And love and concord dwell ; 

Here give the troubled conscience easr 
The wounded spirit heal. 

3 The feeling heart, the melting eye, 
The humble mind, bestow ; 

And shine upon us from on high, 
To make our graces grow. 

4 In faith may we receive thy word. 
In faith present our prayers, 

And in the presence of our Lord 
Unbosom all our cares. 

J. NEWTON. 
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ETERNAL Source of life and light, 
Supremely good and wise, 

To thee we bring our grateful vows, 
To thee lift up our eyes. 

2 Our dark and erring minds illume 
With truth's celestial rays; 

Inspire our hearts with sacred love, 
And tune our lips to praise. 

3 Safely conduct us, by thy grace, 
Through life's perplexing road ; 

And place us, when that journey's o'er, 
At thy right hand, O God. 

_ _ _ _ PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 

229 

How happy is the Christian's state ! 

His sins are all forgiven ; 
A cheering ray confirms the grace, 

And lifts his hopes to heaven. 

2 Though in the rugged path of life 
He heaves the pensive sigh, _ . 
QTet, trusting in his God, he finds 
' Delivering grace is nigh. 

S If, to prevent his wandering steps, 
He feels the chastening rod, 

The gentle stroke shall bring him back 
To his forgiving God. 

4 And when the welcome message comes 
To call his soul away, 

His soul in raptures shall ascend 
To everlasting day. 

UNKNOWN. 
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WHAT shall I render to my God 
For all his kindness shown ? 

My feet shall visit thine abode, 
My songs address thy throne. 

2 Among the saints who fill thy house, 
My offering shall be paid ; 

There shall my zeal perform the vows 
My soul, in anguish, made. 

3 How happy all thy servants are ! 
How great thy grace to me ! 

My life, which thou hast made thy care, 
Lord, I devote to thee. 

4 Now I am thine, forever thine; 
Nor shall my purpose move ; 

Thy hand hath loosed my bonds of pain, 
And bound me with thy love. 

5 Here, in thy courts, I leave my vow, 
And thy rich grace record ; 

Witness, ye saints, who hear me now, 
If I forsake the Lord. 
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O HOW divine, how sweet the joy, 
When but one sinner turns, 

And, with a humble, broken heart, 
His sins and errors mourns ! 

2 Pleased with the news, the saints helow 
In songs their tongues employ ; 

Beyond the skies the tidings go, 
And heaven is rilled with joy. 
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3 Well pleased the Father sees, and hears 
The contrite sinner's moan ; 

Jesus receives him in his arms, 
And claims him for his own ; 

4 Nor angels can their joy contain, 
But kindle with new fire ; 

"The sinner lost is found," they sing, 
And strike the sounding lyre. 

f*rif* JOHN NEEDHAM. 
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MY SOUL, how lovely is the place 
To which thy God resorts ! 

'Tis heaven to see his smiling face, 
Though in his earthly courts. 

2 There the great Monarch of the skies 
His saving power displays, 

And light breaks in upon pur eyes 
With kind and quickening rays. 

3 There, mighty God, thy words declare 
The secrets of thy will; 

And still we. seek thy mercy there, 
And sing thy praises still. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
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BLEST he the dear, uniting love, 

That will not let us part ; 
Our bodies may far off remove, 

We still are one in heart. 

2 Joined in one Spirit to our Head, 
Where he appoints, we go ; 

And still in Jesus' footsteps tread, 
And show his praise below. 

3 Partakers of the Saviour's grace, 
The same in mind and heart, 

Nor joy, nor grief, nor time, nor place, 
Nor life, nor death, can part. 

_ _ _ CHARLES WESLEY. 

"PROCLAIM," saith Christ, "my wondrous 
To all the sons of men ; [grace 

He that believes, and is baptized, 
Salvation shall obtain." 

2 Let plenteous grace descend on those 
Who, hoping in thy word, 

This day have publicly declared 
That Jesus is their Lord. 

3 With cheerful feet may they advance, 
And run the Christian race, 

And, through the troubles of the way, 
Find all-sufficient grace. 

JAS. NEWTON. 



235 

LET every mortal ear attend, 

And every heart rejoice ; 
The trumpet of the gospel sounds 

With an inviting voice. 

2 Ho ! all you hungry, starving souls, 
Who feed upon the wind, 

And vainly strive with earthly toys 
To fill an empty mind, 

3 Eternal wisdom has prepared 
A soul-reviving feast, 

And bids your longing appetites 
The rich provision taste. 

4 Ho ! you that pant for living streams, 
And pine away and die, 

Here may you quench your raging thirst 
From springs that never dry. 

5 Rivers of love and mercy here 
In a rich ocean join ; 

Salvation in abundance flows, 
Like floods of milk and wine. 

6 Great God, the treasures of thy love 
Are everlasting mines ; 

Deep as our helpless miseries are, 
And boundless as" our sins: 

ISAAC WATTS. 
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AND now, my soul, another year 
- Of thy short life is past ; 

1 can not long continue here, 
And this may be my last. 

2 Much of my hasty life is gone, 
Nor will return again ; 

And swift my passing moments run 
The few that yet remain. 

3 Awake, my soul ; with utmost care 
Thy true condition learn : 

What are thy hopes? how sure? how fair? 
What is thy great concern ? 

4 Behold, another year begins : 
Set out afresh for heaven ; 

Seek pardon for thy former sins, 
In Christ so freely given ; 

5 Devoutly yield thyself to God, 
And on his grace depend ; 

With zeal pursue the heavenly road, 
Nor doubt a happy end. 

UNKNOWN. 
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O GOD of Bethel, by whose hand 

Thy people still are fed, 
Who through this weary pilgrimage 

Hast all our fathers led ! 

2 Our vows, our prayers, we now present 
Before thy throne of grace : 

God of our fathers, be the God 
Of their succeeding race. 

3 Through each succeeding path of life 
Our wandering footsteps guide; 

Give us each day our daily bread, 
And raiment fit provide. 

4 O spread -thy covering wings around, 
Till all our wanderings cease, 

And at our Father's loved abode 
We all arrive in peace. 

5 Such blessings from thy gracious hand 
Our humble prayers implore ; 

And thou shalt be our chosen God, 
Our portion evermore. 

_ PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 
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IN memory of the Saviour's love 

We keep the sacred feast, 
Where every humble, contrite heart 

Is made a welcome guest. 

2 Under his banner thus we sing 

The wonders of his love, 
And thus anticipate by faith 

The heavenly feast above. 

UNKNOWN. 



FAITH adds new charms to earthly bliss 
And saves us from its snares ; 

It yields support in all our toils, 
And softens all our cares. 

2 The wounded conscience knows its power 
The healing balm to give ; 

That balm the saddest heart can cheer 
And make the dying live. 

3 Unvailing wide the heavenly world, 
Where endless pleasures reign, 

It bids us seek our portion there, 
Nor bids us seek in vain. 

4 There still unshaken would we rest 
Till this frail body dies ; 

And then, on faith's triumphant wing, 
To endless glory rise. 

240 D TuRNER 

AND did the Holy and the Just, 
The Sovereign of the skies, 

Stoop down to wretchedness and dust. 
That guilty man might rise?" 

2 Yes, the Redeemer left his throne.. 
His radiant throne on high 

Surpassing mercy! love unknown! 
To suffer, bleed, and die. 

3 He took the dying rebel's place, 
And suffered in our stead ; 

For sinful man O wondrous grace J 
For sinful man he bled ! 

ANNE STBBUU 
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AWAKE, my soul, stretch every nerve, 

And press with vigor on ; 
A heavenly race demands thy zeal, 

And an immortal crown. 

2 A cloud of witnesses around 
Hold thee in full survey ; 

Forget the steps already trod, 
And onward urge thy way. 

3 'Tis God's all-animating voice 
That calls thee from on high ; 

'Tis his own hand presents the prize 
To thine aspiring eye. 

4 Blest Saviour, introduced by thee, 
Have I my race begun ; 

And, crowned with victory, at thy feet 
I'll lay my honors down. 

_ _ _ PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 
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BRIGHT was the guiding star that led, 

With mild, benignant ray, 
The Gentiles to the lowly shed 

Where the Redeemer lay. 

2 But, lo ! a brighter, clearer light 
Now points to his abode ; 

It shines through sin and sorrow's night 
To guide us to our God. 

3 O gladly tread the narrow path 
While light and grace are given : 

Who meekly follow Christ on earth 
Shall reign with him in heaven. 

HARRIET AUBER. . 
6 tt 
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RISE, O my soul, pursue the path 

By ancient heroes trod; 
Ambitious view those holy men 

Who lived and walked with God. 

2 Though dead, they speak in reason's ear, 
And in example live; 

Their faith and hope and mighty deeds 
Still fresh instruction give. 

3 'Twas through the Lamb's most precious blood 
They conquered every foe ; 

And to his power and matchless grace 
Then* crowns and honors owe. 

4 Lord, may we ever keep in view 
The patterns thou hast given, 

And ne'er forsake the blessed road 
Which led them safe to heaven. 

_ _ _ JOHN NEEDHAM. 
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COME, let us join, with one accord, 
In hymns around the throne ; 

This is the day our rise"n Lord 
Hath made and called his own. 

2 This is the day which God hath Mesti 
The brightest of the seven, 

Type of the everlasting rest 
The saints enjoy in heaven. 

3 Then let us in his name sing on, 
And hasten on that day 

When our Redeemer shall come down, 
And shadows pass away. 

CHABIJKS WBSUY- 



NEW CHKISTIAN 



AVON. 0. M. 




i , 


HUGH WILSON. 

_. ^ i 


V i rJ *l 












j 


-\ 1 _i 


CS 


J 




j 




j^_ r? 1 i 












*i 


Jd 1 ^ 




W m 




M 




f^^ K \/ (B 1 


*f 










*, 


<^ 1 













\S \J *X ^ 


i 


1 




. ^n ^ 


9 




! 1 J 


. 




^^ 


J 




Great God ! thy pen - e 

,'-.-- J 


- trat - ing eye Per- 


vades my 

# ' 


in-most powers ; 




j-^ 






L-F ^ 




[* 


r 1 i 


r 


" tf 






(2 1 


! . r r) eJ 


1 








p 2 * 


1 




f 


! 




* 1 

















1 






to 




H -1 


K 7 41 ^ 


} IT3 


< 




^i* i 


J 




J 




p r 


1 





J 


'I ' i 


r 


r * 

i 


* i 
i i i 


^* \ 




\i . } |v 4 


J 






j 




j j 


1 J 


-i 


^ 






1 1 


jjt l- Uh*^ 


. 






# 


" 


1 4 /~ 


1 4 


, i 1 


j 


^ 




J II 


rl^Pi K [/ 








& " 






1 i 


-r J * 








i II 


\> W ^ 










Ct 


^ j 


i 2 


^ d "3! 


& 


^J 




J II 


With awe pro-found my 

J i - J 


wondering soul Falls'pros - trate and a 

- J J _ 


1S^ 
- dores. 


rv h f 


" 4 










fS, 1 i 


i^- ^ 




^ M 


il 


\J\P h f 


* 








^ 


? - rP 1 


m 


^ 


y f 




II 




\ 




r 


? 


\* 


r 1 


r m 




\ 




j. II 


V \> I 


^ 








r 


r -.1 | 


m \ ~ 


\ 


\- 




X3 II 


r ^ i 




1 T i^ 1 ^ 




i 



245 

GREAT God ! thy penetrating eye 
Pervades my inmost powers; 

With awe profound my wondering soul 
Falls prostrate and adores. 

2 To be encompassed round with God, 
The Holy and the Just, 

Armed with omnipotence to save, 
Or crush me to the dust 

3 O how tremendous is the thought ! 
Deep may it be impressed ; 

A.nd may thy Spirit firmly grave 
This "truth within my breast. . 

4 Begirt with thee, my fearless soul 
The gloomy vale shall tread ; 

And thou wilt bind th' immortal crown 
Of glory on my head. 

E. SCOTT. 
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LORD, lead the way the Saviour went, 

By lane and cell obscure, 
And let love's treasures still be spent, 

Like his, upon the poor. 

* 

2 Like him, through scenes of deep distress, 
Who bore the world's sad weight, 

We, in their, crowded loneliness, 
Would seek the desolate. 

3 For thou hast placed us side by side 
In this wide world of ill; 

And that thy followers may be tried, 
The poor are with us still. 

4 Mean are all offerings we can make ; 
Yet thou hast taught us, Lord, 

If give"n for the Saviour's sake, 
They lose not their reward. 

W. CROSWBLL. 
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O COULD I find, from day to day, 

A nearness to my God, 
Then would my hours glide sweet away 

While leaning on his word. 

2 Lord, I desire with thee to live 
Anew from day to day, 

In joys the world can never give, 
Nor ever take away. 

3 Blest Jesus, come and rule my heart, 
And make me wholly thine, 

That I may never more depart, 
Nor grieve thy love divine. 

4 Thus, till my last, expiring breath, 
Thy goodness I'll adore ; 

And when my frame dissolves in death, 
My soul shall love thee more. 

B. CLEVELAND. 

Now let our- cheerful eyes survey 
Our great High Priest above, 

And celebrate his constant care 
And sympathetic love. 

2 Though raised to heaven's exalted throne, 
Where angels bow around, 

And high o'er all the hosts of light, 
With matchless honors crowned 

3 The names of all his saints he bears 
Deep graven on his heart; 

Nor shall the weakest Christian say 
That he has lost his part. 

4 So, gracious Saviour ! on my breast 
May thy dear name be worn, 

A sacred ornament arid guard, 
To endless ages borne. 

DODDHIDGB. 
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AND can my heart aspire so high, 
To say , " My Father God ! " 

Lord, at thy feet I long to lie, 
And learn to kiss the rod. 

2 I would submit to all thy will, 
For thou art good and wise ; 

Let every anxious thought be still, 
Nor one faint murmur rise. 

3 Thy love can cheer the darkest gloom, 
And bid me wait serene, 

Till hopes and joys immortal bloom, 
And brighten all the scene. 

4 My Father ! permit my heart 
To plead her humble claim; 

And ask the bliss those words impart, 
In my Redeemer's name. 

_ _ _ ANNE STEELE. 
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O HAPPY they who know the Lord, 
With whom he deigns to dwell ! 

He feeds and cheers them by his word, 
His arm supports them well. 

2 To them, in each distressing hour, 
His throne of grace is near; . 

And when they plead his love and power, 
He stands engaged to hear. 

3 His presence sweetens all our cares, 
And makes our burdens light; 

A word from him dispels our fears, 
And gilds the gloom of night. 

4 May we enjoy and highly prize 
These tokens of thy love, 

Till thou shalt bid our spirits rise 
To worship thee above. 

UNKNOWN. 
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How sweet the name of Jesus sounds 

In a believer's ear ! 
It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds, 

And drives away his fear. 

2 It makes the wounded spirit whole, 
And calms the troubled breast ; 

'Tis manna to the hungry soul, 
And to the weary, rest. 

3 Jesus, my Shepherd, Guardian, Friend, 
My Prophet, Priest, and King, 

My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End, 
Accept the praise I bring. 

4 Weak is the effort of my heart, 
And cold my warmest thought ; 

But when I see thee as thou art, 
I'll praise thee as I ought. 

JOHN NEWTON. 
SEEENITT. 0. M. 
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OUR souls are in the Saviour's hand, 
And he will keep them still ; 

And you and I shall surely stand 
With him on Zion's hill. 

2 Him eye to eye we there shall see, 
Our face like his shall shine ; 

O what a glorious company, 
When saints and angels join ! 

3 O what a joyful meeting there, 
In robes of white array ! 

Palms in our hands we all shall bea^ 
J_nd crowns that ne'er decay. 

4 When we've been there ten thousand years, 
Bright shining as the sun, 

We've no less days to sing God's praise 
Than when we first begun ! 

UNKNOWN. 
WM. V. WALLACB. 
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THE Saviour bids thee watch and pray 
Through life's momentous hour ; 

And grants the Spirit's quickening ray 
To those who seek his power. 



Bj permission. 
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How shall the young secure their hearts, 
And guard their lives from ski ? 

Thy word the choicest rulesjmparts 
To keep the conscience clean. 



2 The Saviour bids thee watch and pray, 
Maintain a warrior's strife ; 

O Christian, hear his voice to-day : 
Obedience is thy life. 

3 The Saviour bids thee watch and pray; 
For soon the hour will come 

That calls thee from the earth away 
To thine eternal home. 

4 The Saviour bids thee wateh and pray; 
O hearken to his voice, 

And follow where he leads the way, 
To heaven's eternal joys ! 

T. HASTINGS. 



LORD, all I am is known to thee; 

In vain my soul would try 
To shun thy presence, or to flee 

The notice of thine eye. 

2 Thy all-observing eye surveys 
My rising and my rest, 

My public walks, my private ways, 
2Tne secrets of my breast. 

3 My thoughts He open to thee, Lord, 
Before they're formed within ; 

And ere my lips pronounce the word, 
Thou knowest all I mean. 

4 O let thy grace surround me still, 
And like a bulwark prove, 

To guard my soul from every ill, 
Secured by sovereign love. 

ISAAC WATTS. 



2 'Tis like the sun, a heavenly light, 
That guides us all the day ; 

And, through the dangers of the night, 
A lamp to lead our way. 

3 Thy precepts make us truly wise : 
We hate the sinner's road ; 

We hate our own vain thoughts that rise, 
But love thy law, O God ! 

4 Thy word is everlasting truth ; 
How pure is. every page! 

That holy book shall guide our youth, 
And well support our age. 

f\C.O ISAAC WATTS. 

ZOO 

IF HUMAN kindness meets return, 
And owns the grateful tie ; 

If tender thoughts within us burn 
To feel a friend is nigh 

2 O shall not warmer accents tell 
The gratitude we owe 

To him who died our fears to quell, 
Who bore our guilt and woe? 

3 While yet his anguished soul survey- 
Those pangs he would not flee, 

What love his latest words displayed 
" Meet, and remember me ! " 

4 Remember thee ! thy death, thy shaite, 
The pangs whio> thou didst bear J ' 

O memory, *eave no other name 
But his recorded there 

G. T. NOEL. - 
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ALAS ! what hourly dangers rise ! 

What snares beset my way ! 
To heaven. O let me lift mine eyes, 

And hourly, watch and pray. 

2 O gracious God, in whom I live, 
My feeble efforts aid ; 

Help me to watch and pray and strive, 
Though trembling and afraid. 

3 Increase my faith, increase my hope, 
When foes and fears prevail ; 

And bear my fainting spirit up, 
Or soon my strength will fail." 

f O keep me in thy heavenly way, 

And bid the tempter flee ; 
And let me never, never stray 

From happiness and thee. 

ANNE STEELE. 
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How oft, alas ! this wretched heart 
Has wandered from the Lord ! 

How oft my roving thoughts depart, 
Forgetful of his word ! 

2 Yet sovereign mercy calls, "Return!" 
Dear Lord, and may I come ? 

My vile ingratitude I mourn 
O take the wanderer home ! 

3 And canst thou, wilt thou yet forgive, 
And bid my crii/." ci remove? 

And shall a pardoned reoe A live 
. To speak thy wondrous love ? 



4 Almighty grace ! thy healing powei 
How glorious how divine, 

That can to life and bliss restore 
A heart so vile as mine. 

5 Thy pardoning love so free, so sweet- 
Dear Saviour, I adore ; 

O keep me at thy sacred feet, 
And let me rove no more. 

_ _ ANNE STEELB. 
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THOU art my hiding-place, O Lord ! 

In thee I put my trust, 
Encouraged by thy holy word, 

A feeble child of dust. 

2 I have no argument beside, 
I urge no other plea 

And 'tis enough the Saviour died, 
The Saviour died for me. 

3 When storms of fierce temptation beat, 
' And furious foes assail, 

My refuge is the mercy-seat, 
My hope within the vail. 

4 And when thy awful voice commands 
This body to decay, 

And life, in its last lingering sands, 
Is ebbing fast away 

5 Then, though it be in accents weak, 
My voice shall call on thee, 

And ask for strength in death to speak, 
" My Saviour died for me." 

THOS. RAFFLES. 
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ASHAMED of Christ ! Our souls disdain 
The mean, ungenerous thought : 

Shall \ve disown that Friend whose blood 
To man salvation brought? 

2 With the glad news of love and peace, 
From heaven to earth he came; 

For us endured the painful cross, 
For us despised the shame. 

3 To his command let us submit 
Ourselves without delay ; 

Our lives yea, thousand lives of ours 
His love can ne'er repay. 

4 To bear his name his cross to bear 
Our highest honor this ! 

Who nobly suffers for him now, 
Shall reign with him in bliss. 

UNKNOWN. 
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COME, hum hie sinner, in whose breast 
A thousa id thoughts revolve ; 

Come, with jour guilt and fear oppressed, 
And mal this last resolve : 

2 I'll go t< Jesus, though my sin 
Has lik e a mountain rose ; 

His king'Jom now -I' 11 enter in, 
Whatever may oppose. 

3 Humbly I'll bow at his command, 
And there my guilt confess ; 

I'll own I am a wretch undone, 
Without his sovereign grace. 

4 Surely he will accept my plea, 
For he has bid me come ; 

Forthwith I'll rise, and to him flee, 
For yet, he says, there's room. 

5 I can not perish if I go ; 
I am resolved to try ; 

For if I stay away, I know 
I must forever die. 

E ' JONES - 



FATHER, I wait before thy throne; 

Call me a child of thine, 
And let the Spirit of thy Son 

Fill this poor heart of mine. 

2 There shed thy promised love abroad, 
And make my comfort strong; 

Then shall I say, my Father, God ! 
With an unwavering tongue. 

ISAAC WATTS. 



263 

LORD, at thy table we behold 
The wonders of thy grace; 

But, most of all, admire that we 
Should find a welcome place. 

2 What strange, surprising grace is this, 
That we, so lost, have room ? 

Jesus our iveary souls invites, 
And freely bids us come ! 

3 Ye saints below, and hosts of heaven, 
Join all your sacred powers : 

No theme is like redeeming love ; 
No Saviour is like ours. 

JOSEPH STENNETT. 

BURIED beneath the yielding wave, 

The great Redeemer lies ; 
Faith views him in the watery grave, 

And thence beholds him rise. 

2 And thus do willing souls, to-day, 
Their ardent zeal express, 

And, in the Lord's appointed way, 
Fulfill all righteousness. 

3 With joy we in his footsteps tread, 
And would his cause maintain; 

Like him be numbered with the dead, 
And with him rise and reign. 

4 Now we, blest Saviour, would to thee 
Our grateful voices raise ; 

Washed in the fountain of thy blood, 
Our lives shall be thy praise. 

BENT. BEDDOME. 
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WHEN languor and disease invade 
This trembling house of clay, 

"Tis sweet to look beyond my pains, 
And long to fly away ; 

2 Sweet to look inward, and attend 
The whispers of his love ; 

Sweet to look upward to the place 
Where Jesus pleads above ; 

3 Sweet to look back and see my name 
In life's fair book set down ; 

Sweet to look forward, and behold 
Eternal joys my own ; 

4 Sweet to rejoice in lively hope 
That when my change shall eome^ 

Angels shall hover round my bed, 
And waft my spirit home. 

A. M. TOPLADY. 
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THERE is an hour of hallowed peace 
For those with care oppressed, 

When sighs and sorrowing tears shall cease, 
And all be hushed to rest. 

2 'Tis then the soul is freed from fears 
And doubts which here annoy ; 

Then they that oft had sown in tears 
Shall reap again hi joy. 

? There is a home of sweet repose, 
Where storms assail no more ; 

The stream of endless pleasure flows 
On that celestial shore. 

4 There purity with love appears, 

And bliss without alloy ; 
There they that oft had sown in tears 

Shall reap again in joy. 

W. B. TAPPAN. 
PENIEL. 0. M. 



How happy every child of grace, 
Who knows his sins forgiven ! 

This earth, he cries, is not my place 
I seek iny home in heaven. 

2 A country far from mortal sight, 
Yet O, by faith, I see 

The land of rest, the saints' delight, 
The heaven prepared for me. 

3 O what a blessed hope is ours ! 
While here on earth we stay, 

We more than taste the heavenly powers, 
And antedate that day. 

4 We feel the resurrection near, 
Our life in Christ concealed, 

And with his glorious presence here, 
Our earthen vessels filled. 

CHARLES WESLEY. 
THOS. HASTINGS. 
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O FOB a heart to praise my God, 

A heart from sin set free ; 
A heart that always feels the blood 

So freely shed for me ; 

2 A heart resigned, submissive, meek, 
My great Redeemer's throne 

Where only Christ is heard to speak, 
Where Jesus reigns alone ! 

ft O for a lowly, contrite heart, 
Confiding, true, and clean, 

Which neither life nor death can part 
From him that dwells within ; 

4 A heart in every thought renewed, 
And full of love divinej 

Perfect and right, and pure and good, 
A copy, Lord, of thine ! 

5 Thy Spirit, gracious Lord, impart; 
Direct me from above ; 

May thy dear name be near my heart 
That dear, best name is Love. 

_ WM. COWPER. 

MY GOD, the spring of all my joys, 

The life of my delights, 
The glory of my brightest days, 

The comfort of my nights ! 

2 In darkest shades, if thou appear, 
My dawning is begun ; 

Thou art my soul's bright morning star, 
And thou my rising sun. 

3 The opening heavens around me shine 
With beams of sacred bliss, 

While Jesus shows his mercy mine, 
And whispers, " I am his," 



4 My soul would leave this heavy clay 
At that transporting word. 

And run with joy the shining way, 
To meet my dearest Lord. 

Q ,~ ISAAC WATTS. 

WITH joy we meditate the grace 

Of our High Priest above ; 
His heart is full of tenderness, 

His bosom glows with love. 

2 Touched with a sympathy within, 
He knows our feeble frame ; 

He knows what sore temptations mean, 
For he has felt the same. 

3 He, in the days of feeble flesh, 
Poured out his cries and tears; 

And hi his measure feels afresh 
What every member bears. 

4 Then let our humble faith address 
His mercy and his power ; 

We shall obtain delivering grace 
In each distressing hour. 

Q 7 i ISAAC WATTS. 

O FATHER, though the anxious fear 
May cloud to-morrow's way, 

No fear nor doubt shall enter here ; 
All shall be thine to-day. 

2 We will not bring divided hearts 
To worship at thy shrine ; 

But each unworthy thought departs, 
And leaves this temple thine. 

3 Sleep, sleep to-day, tormenting cares, 
Of earth and folly born ; 

Ye shall not dim the light that streams 
From this celestial morn. 

MRS. A. L. BARBAUUX 
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1 LOVE to steal awhile away 
From every cumbering care, 

And spend the hours of setting day 
In humble, grateful prayer. 

2 I love in solitude to shed 
The penitential tear ; 

And all his promises to plead, 
Where none but God can hear. 



OAKSVILLE. 0. M. 

3^ 



3 I love to think on mercies past, 
And future good implore, 

And all my cares and sorrows cast 
On him whom I adore. 

4 I love, by faith, to take a view 
Of brighter scenes in heaven ; 

The prospect doth my strength renew, 
He here by tempests driven. 

MRS. P. H. BROWN. 
H. C. ZEUNER. 
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O FOB a faith that will not shrink, 
Though pressed by every foe; 

That will not tremble on the brink 
Of any earthly woe ; 

2 That will not murmur or complain 
Beneath the chastening rod, 

But, in the hour of grief or pain, 
Will lean upon its God ; 



3 A faith that shines more bright and clear 
When tempests rage without ; 

That, when in danger, knows no fear, 
In darkness, feels no doubt ! , 

4 Lord, give us such a faith as this ; 
And then, whate'er may come, 

We'll taste, e'en here, the hallowed bliss 
Of an eternal home. 

W. H BALHURST. 
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HELP us, O Lord, thy yoke to wear, 

Delighting in thy will ; 
Bach other's burdens learn to bear; 

The law of love fulfill. 

2 He that hath pity on the poor 
Doth lend unto the Lord; 

And, lo ! his recompense is sure, 
For more shall be restored. 

3 To thee our all devoted be, 
In whom we move and live ; 

Freely we have received from thee, 
And freely may we give. 

4 And while we thus obey thy word, 
And every want relieve, 

O may we find it, gracious Lord, 
More blest than to receive. 

T. COTTERILL. 

O FOR a closer walk with God, 
A calm and heavenly frame, 

A light to shine upon the road 
That leads me to the Lamb! 

2 Where is the blessedness I knew 
When first I saw the Lord? 

Whei'e is the soul -refreshing view 
Of Jesus and his word ? 

3 What peaceful hours I once enjoyed ! 
How sweet their memory still ! 

But they have left an aching void 
The world can never fill. 



4 Keturn, O holy Dove, return, 

Sweet messenger of rest ! 
I hate the sins that made thee mourn, 

And drove thee from my breast. 

WM - COWPER. 



O THOU who driest the mourner's tear, 
How dark this world would be, 

If, when deceived and wounded here, 
We could not fly to thee ! 

2 But thou wilt heal the broken heart 
Which, like the plants that throw 

Their fragrance from the wounded part, 
Breathes sweetness out of woe. 

3 When joy no longer soothes or cheers, 
And e'en the hope that threw 

A moment's sparkle o'er our tears 
Is dimmed and vanished too 

4 Then sorrow, touched by thee, grows bright 
With more than rapture's ray ; 

The darkness shows us worlds of light 
We never saw by day. 

THOS. MOORE. 
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HOSANNA to our conquering King ! 

All hail, incarnate Love ! 
Ten thousand songs and glories wait 

To crown thy head above. 

2 Thy victories and thy deathless feme 
Through all the world shall run, 

And everlasting ages sing 
The triumphs thou hast won. 

ISAAC WATTT 
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FATHER of mercies, God of love, 

My Father and my God, 
I'll sing the honors of thy name, 

And spread thy praise abroad. 

2 In every period of my life 
Thy thoughts of love appear ; 

Thy mercies gild each transient scene, 
And crown each passing year. 

3 In all thy mercies, may my soul 
A Father's bounty see ; 

Nor let the gifts thy grace bestows 
Estrange my heart from thee. 

O. HEGINBOTHAM. 
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279 

IN EVERY trouble, sharp and strong, 

My soul to Jesus flies ; 
My anchor-hold is firm in him 

When swelling billows rise. 

2 His comforts bear my spirit up : 
I trust a faithful God ; 

The sure foundation of my hope 
Is in a Saviour's blood. 

3 Loud hallelujahs sing, my soul, 
To thy Redeemer's name ; 

In joy and sorrow, life and death, 
His love is still the same. 

UNKNOWN. 
P. H. DAYHOFF. 
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!l)ARK was the night, and cold the ground 
On which the Lord was laid ; 
'His sweat, like drops of blood, ran down ; 
In agony he prayed : 

2 "Father, remove this bitter cup, 

If such thy sacred will ; 
If not, content to drink it up, 

Thy pleasure I fulfill." 



3 Go to the garden, sinner; see 
Those precious drops that flow, 

The heavy load he bore for thee 
For thee he lies so low. 

4 Then learn of him the cross to bear ; 
Thy Father's will obey; 

And when temptations press thee near, 
Awake to watch and pray. 

UNKNOWN, 
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WHAT grace, O Lord, and beauty shone 

Around thy steps below ! 
What patient love was seen in all 

Thy life and death of woe ! 

2 For, ever on thy burdened heart 
A weight of sorrow hung ; 

Yet no ungentle, murmuring word 
Escaped thy silent tongue. 

3 Thy foes might hate, despise, revile, 
Thy friends unfaithful prove ; 

Unwearied in forgiveness still, 
Thy heart could only love. 

4 O give us hearts to love like thee; 
Like thee, O Lord, to grieve 

Far more for others' sins than all 
The wrongs that we receive. 

5 One with thyself, may every eye, 
In us, thy brethren, see 

The gentleness and grace that spring 
From union, Lord, with thee. 

_ _ _ EDWARD DENNY. 

THE Saviour ! O what endless charms 
Dwell in the blissful sound ! 

Its influence every fear disarms, 
And spreads sweet peace around. 

2 Here pardon, life, and joys divine 

In rich profusion flow, 
For guilty rebels, lost in sin, 

And doomed to endless woe. 



3 Th' almighty Former of the skies 
Stooped to our vile abode, 

While angels viewed with wondering, eyes, 
And hailed th' incarnate God. 

4 O the rich depths of love divine ; 
Of bliss, a boundless store ! 

Blest Saviour, let me call thee mine ; 
I can not wish for more. 

_ ANNE STBELH. 
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Do NOT I love thee, O my Lord? 

Behold my heart, and see ; 
And turn the dearest idol out 

That dares to rival thee. 

2 Is not thy name melodious still 
To mine attentive ear ? 

Doth not each pulse with pleasure bound, 
My Saviour's voice to hear ? 

3 Hast thou a lamb in all thy flock 
I would disdain to feed ? 

Hast thou a foe, before whose face 
I fear thy cause to plead ? 

4 Would not my heart pour forth its blood 
In honor of thy name, 

And challenge the cold hand of death 
To damp th' immortal flame? 

5 Thou knowest that Hove thee, Lord; 
But, O, I long to soar 

Far from the sphere of mortal joys, 
And learn to love thee more. 

P. DODDRIDGB. 
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COME, let us join our cheerful songs 
With angels round the throne ; 

Ten thousand thousand are their tongues, 
But all their joys are one. 

2 " Worthy the Lamb that died," they cry, 
" To be, exalted thus! " 

" Worthy the Lamb," our lips reply, 
" For he was slain for us! " 

3 Jesus is worthy to receive 
Honor and power divine ; 

And blessings more than we can give, 
Be, Lord, forever thine. 

4 The whole creation join in one 
To bless the sacred name 

Of him that sits upon the throne, 
And to adore the Lamb. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
ALLHALLOWS, 0. M. 

} ; 
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THOU art the Way : to thee alone 
From sin and death we flee ; 

And he who would the Father seek, 
Must seek him, Lord, by thee. 

2 Thou art the Truth : thy word alone 
True wisdom can impart ; 

Thou, only, canst inform the mind, 
And purify the heart. 

3 Thou art the Life : the rending tomb 
Proclaims thy conquering arm ; 

And those who put their trust in thee, 
Nor death nor hell shall harm. 

4 Thou art the Way, the Truth, the Life: 
Grant us that way to know, 

That truth to keep, that life to win, 
Whose joys eternal flow. 

GEORGE W. DOANB. 
SAMUEL WEBBE. 
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A.PPBOACH, my soul, the mercy-seat, 
Where Jesus answers prayer ; 

There humbly fall before his feet, 
For none can perish there. 

2 Thy promise is my only plea, 
With this I venture nigh ; 

Thou callest burdened souls to thee, 
And such, O Lord, am I. 

3 Bowed down beneath a load of sin, 
By Satan sorely pressed 

By war without, and fear within 
I come to thee for rest. 

4 Be thou my shield and hidkg-place, 
That, sheltered near thy side, 

1 may my fierce accuser face, 
And tell him thou hast died. 

5 O wondrous love, to bleed and die, 
To bear the cross and shame, 

That guilty sinners, such as I, 
Might plead thy gracious name ! 

_ _ JOHN NEWTON. 

GLORY to God, who deigns to bless 

This consecrated day, 
Unfolds his wondrous promises, 

And makes it sweet to pray ! 

2 Glory to God, who deigns to hear 
The humblest sigh we raise, 

And answers every heartfelt prayer, 
And hears our hymn of praise. 

UNKNOWN. 
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FATHER of mercies, in thy word 
What endless glory shines ! 

Forever be thy name adored 
For these celestial lines. 

2 Here may the wretched sons of wan 
Exhaustless riches find 

Hiches above what earth can grant, 
And lasting as the mind. 

3 Here springs of consolation rise 
To cheer the fainting mind, 

And thirsty souls receive supplies, 
And sweet refreshment find. 

4 O may these heavenly pages be 
My ever dear delight ; 

And still new beauties may I see, 
And still increasing light. 

_ . _ ^_ ANNE STEELE 

289 

MERCY alone can meet my case : 

For mercy, Lord, I cry ; 
Jesus, Eedeemer, show thy face 

In mercy, or I die. 

2 I perish, and my doom were just: 
But wilt thou leave me? No. 

I hold thee fast, my hope, my trust; 
I will not let thee go. 

3 To thee, thee only will I cleave ; 
Thy word is all my plea 

That word is truth, and I believe; 
Have mercy, Lord, on me. 

J. MONTGOMERY 



NBW CHRISTIAN 



ED&EWOBTH. 0. M. 



THOS. HASTINGS. 



ifcb-1 


' 


1 ~h 'J 


1 p- 




1 


s 


-J 


~ 


* ^ ^ 


^* 


^n~i 1 


rfrrv 


i i. 


J _i 9 


" J 







r 


^ 




* J 


~_* 


I _ 


isy t 


i IT 


m -4 





t 




w 





fl 




i 


i-*-a 


J IS 




y 

My 


3- -3- 
Fa-ther, to 

9 P 


thy mer-cy - seat My soul for 


' 1 

shel-ter 

P. 


flies; 




* -4 

y 

'Tis 

J , 


ex* 4: 


2^: 


Z m m 


5 











r 








IS 


t*\ i 


> P 


1 ' 


_ ' r 


r r 


J2 

^ 


t 


. 


r 






J^^ = ^ = 


^ T IP 


S bv 


1 !>~ 


U^ 


j 


y ' 






P 


W 




L 


f \ s 


/c 


^ X- ' 










^ 




- n 




P 




T 1^ 


i ti 








u 




I/ 

1 h 


'^ 




V I 




^ J 


m J 1 






1^^ 


1- 


j 






L , | 1 




-1 ~~S 


I _P 4 


* J 1 


^ 


_p 


^ 




. 








N M 


rnr 


J J 


a a J 


2 1 


^ J 


J J 


J 


s 


. 


_i 




J tf 


t t \\ 


vU 


a 


* *._ 


4 1 


i 


1 





J 


. 


t 


t * 


5 9 


t i 11 


here I find a safe retreat When storms and tempests rise, When storms and tempests rise. 

_.**-. fl **'. ^ j - . ,. . - -*- -^"V 


"^k 


m & 


-U L E 


~ 1 






- 


r 


Z'l 




r r 




U '. II 






r r r 


1 


~ 








P 1 




L 




r A IJ 


-^ b 




l> . 


i> - 1 




u * 


*. 


J 1 





k 


^ 1 


H 11 



290 

MY Father, to thy mercy-seat, 

My soul for shelter flies ; 
'Tis here I find a safe retreat 

When storms and tempests rise. 

2 My cheerful hope can never die, 
If thou, my God, art near; 

Thy grace can raise my comforts high, 
And banish every fear. 

3 My great Protector and my Lord, 
Thy constant aid impart ; 

O let thy kind, thy gracious word 
Sustain my trembling heart. 

4 O never let my soul remove 
From this divine retreat; 

Still let me trust thy power and love, 
And dwell beneath thy feet. 

ANNE STEELE. 



GBOTON. 0. M. 
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MY GOD, my Father blissful name ! 

may I call thee mine ? 

May I with sweet assurance claim 
A portion so divine ? 

2 This only can my fears control, 
And bid my sorrows fly : 

What harm can ever reach my soul 
Beneath my Father's eye ? 

3 Whate'er thy providence denies, 

1 calmly would resign; 

For thou art good and just and wise - t 
O bend my will to thine. 

4 Whate'er thy sacred will ordains, 
O give me strength to bear; 

And let me know my Father reigns, 
And trust his tender care. 

ANNE STEELK. 
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COME, you that love the Saviour's name, 
And joy to make it known, 

TheSovereign of your hearts proclaim, 
And bow before his throne. 

2 Behold your King, your Saviour, crowned 

With glories all divine ; 
And tell the wondering nationsround 

How bright these glories shine. 

Infinite power and boundless grace 

In him unite their rays ; 
You that have seen his lovely face, 

Can you forbear his praise? 

4 "When in the earthly courts we view 
The beauties of our King, 

We long to love as angels do, 
And wish h'ke them to sing. 

5 And shall we long and wish in vain? 
Lord, teach our songs to rise! 

Thy love can animate our strain, 
And bid it reach the skies. 

_. _ ANNE STEELE. 
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PLUNGED in a gulf of dark despair, 

We wretched sinners lay, 
Without one cheerful beam of hope, 

Or spark of glimmering day. 

2 With pitying eyes, the Prince of grace 

Beheld our helpless grief ; 
He saw, and O, amazing lovl 

He ran to our relief. 



3 Down from the shining seats above, 
With joyful haste he fled ; 

Entered the grave in mortal flesh, 
And dwelt among the dead. 

4 O for this love let rocks and hills 
Their lasting silence break, 

And all harmonious human tongues 
The Saviour's praises speak. 

5 Angels, assist our mighty joys; 
Strike all your harps of gold ; 

But, when you raise your highest notes, 
His love can ne'er be told. 

294 ISAAC WATTS. 

YE wretched, hungry, starving poor, 

Behold a royal feast ; 
Where mercy spreads her bounteous store 

For every humble guest. 

2 See, Jesus stands with open arms ; 
He calls, he bids you come. 

Guilt holds you back, and fear alarmsj 
But see, there yet is room 

3 Boom in the Saviour's bleeding heart 
There love and pity meet, 

Nor will he bid the soul depart 
That trembles at his feet. 

4 And yet ten thousand thousand more~ 
Are welcome still to come. 

Ye longing souls, the grace adore; 
Approach there yet is room. 

ANNE STBEU*. 
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SINCE I can read my title clear 
To mansions in the skies, 

1 bid farewell to every fear, 
And wipe my weeping eyes. 

2 Should earth against my soul engage, 
And fiery darts be hurled, 

Then I would smile at Satan's rage, 
And face a frowning world. 

3 Let cares, like a wild deluge, come, 
And storms of sorrow fall, 

May I but safely reach my home, 
My God, my heaven, my all. 



4 There shall I bathe my weary soul 

In seas of heavenly rest ; 
And not a wave of trouble roll 

Across my peaceful breast. 

ISAAC WATTS. 

ASPIEATION. 0, M. 
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T.ANP of rest, for thee I sigh ; 
When will the moment come 

When I shall lay my armor by, 
And dwell in peace at home? 

2 No tranquil joy on earth I know, 
No peaceful, sheltering dome ; 

This world's a wilderness of woe, 
This world is not my home. 

3 When, by affliction sharply tried, 
I view the opening tomb, 

Although I dread death's chilling tide, 
Yet still I sigh for home. 

4 Weary of wandering round and round 
This vale of sin and gloom, 

1 long to quit th' unhallowed ground, 
And dwell with Christ at home. 

UNKNOWN. 
ANON. 
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THY goodness, Lord, our souls confess ; 

Thy goodness we adore 
A spring whose waters never fail, 

A sea without a shore. 

2 Sun, moon and stars thy love attest 
In every golden ray ; 

Love draws the curtains of the night, 
And love brings back the day. 

3 Thy bounty every season crowns 
With all the bliss it yields, 

With joyful clusters loads the vines, 
With strengthening grain the fields. 

4 But chiefly thy compassion, Lord, 
Is in the gospel seen ; 

There, like a sun, thy mercy shines, 
Without a cloud between. 

_ THOS. GIBBONS. 
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GOD, unseen, yet ever near, 

Reveal thy presence now, 
While we, in love that hath no fear, 

Before thy glory bow. 

2 Here may obedient spirits find 
The blessings of thy love 

The streams that through the desert wind, 
The manna from above. 

8 Awhile beside the fount we stay 
And eat this bread of thine ; 

Then go, rejoicing, on our way, 
Renewed with strength divine. 

UNKNOWN. 
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As PANTS the hart for cooling streams, 
When heated in the chase, 

So pants my soul, O Lord, for thee, 
And thy refreshing grace. 

2 For thee, my God, the living God, 
My thirsty soul doth pine ; 

O when shall I behold thy face, 
Thou Majesty Divine ? 

3 I sigh to think of happier days, 
When thou, O Lord, wast nigh; 

When every heart was tuned to praise- 
And none more blest than I. 

4 Why restless, why cast down, my soul ? 
Trust God, who will employ 

His aid for thee, and change those sighs 
To thankful hymns of joy. 

TATE AND BRADY. 
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ALMIGHTY Father of mankind, 
On thee my hopes remain ; 

And when the day of trouble comes, 
I shall not trust in vain. 

2 In early years thou wast my guide. 
And of my youth the friend ; 

And, as my days began with thee, 
With thee my days shall end. 

3 I know the Power in whom I trust, 
The arm on which I lean ; 

He will my Saviour ever be, 
Who hath my Saviour been. 

MICHAEL BRUCB. 
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SCORN not the slightest word or deed, 
Nor deem it voi</ of power; 

There's fruit in each wind-wafted seed, 
That waits its natal hour. 

2 A whispered word may touch the heart, 

And call it back to life ; 
A look of love bid sin depart, 

And still unholy strife. 

PEOBIA. C. M. 



3 No act falls fruitless ; none can tell 
How vast its powers may be, 

Nor what results infolded dwell 
Within it silently. 

4 Work on, despair not ; bring thy mite, 
Nor care how small it be ; 

God is with all that serve the right, 
The holy, true, and free. 

UNKNOWN. 
WM. B. BKADBURY. 
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THERE'S not a tint that paints the rose, 

Or decks the lily fair, 
Or streaks the humblest flower that blows, 

But God has placed it there. 
2 There's not a star whose twinkling light 

Illumes the distant earth, 
And cheers the solemn gloom of night, 

But goodness gave it birth. . 



3 There's not a cloud whose dews distill 
Upon the parching clod, 

And clothe with verdure vale 9*?d hill, 
That is not sent of God, 

4 Around, beneath, below, above. 
Wherever space extends. 

There heaven displays its boundless Ve, 
And power with goodness? blends. 

J. A. WALL ACS 
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LORD, as to thy dear cross we flee, 

And pray to be forgiven, 
So let thy life our pattern be, 

And form our souls for heaven. 

2 Help us, through good report and fll, 
Our daily cross to bear ; ' 

Like thee, to do our Father's will, 
Our brother's griefs to share. 

3 Let grace our selfishness expel, 
Our earthliness refine ; 

And kindness in our bosoms dwell, 
As free and true as thine. 

4 If joy shall at thy hidding fly, 
And griefs dark day come on, 

We, hi our turn, would meekly cry, 
"Father, thy will be done!" 

5 Kept peaceful in the midst of strife, 
Forgiving and forgiven, 

O may we lead the pilgrim's life, 

And follow thee to heaven ! 
304 J.H. Go-far. 

LORD, when my raptured thought surveys 

Creation's beauties o'er, 
All nature joins to teach thy praise, 

And bid my soul adore. 

2 Where'er I turn my gazing eyes, 
Thy radiant footsteps shine ; 

Ten thousand pleasing wonders rise, 
And speak their source divine. 



3 On me thy providence hath shone 
With gentle, smiling rays ; 

O let my lips and life make known 
Thy goodness and thy praise. 

4 All-bounteous Lord, thy grace impart 
O teach me to improve 

Thy gifts, with ever-grateful heart, 
And crown them with thy love ! 

ANNE STEELE. 

How sweet, how heavenly is the sigh' 
When those that love the Lord 

In one another's peace delight, 
And so fulfill the word ; 

2 When each can feel his brother's sigh, 
And with him bear # part ; 

When sorrow flows from eye to eye, 
And joy from heart to heart; 

3 When, free from envy, scorn, and pride, 
Our wishes all above, 

Each can his brother's failings hide, 
And show a brother's love ; 

4 When love in one delightful stream 
Through every bosom flows; 

When union sweet and dear esteem 
In every action glows ! 

5 Love is the golden chain that binds 
The happy souls above ; 

And he's an hen* of heaven who finds 
His bosom glow with love. 

J. SWAIM. 
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THOU art our Shepherd, glorious God) 

Thy little flock behold, 
And guide us by thy staff and rod, 

The children of thy fold. 

2 We praise thy name that we were brought 
To this delightful place, 

Where we are watched and warned and taught, 
The children of thy grace. 

3 May all our Mends, thy servants here, 
Meet with us all above, . 

And we and they in heaven appear, 
The children of thy love. 

UNKNOWN. 
HAYDN, 0. M, 
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UNSHAKEN as the sacred hill, 
And fixed as mountains be, 

Firm as a rock the soul shall rest, 
That leans, O Lord, on thee. 

2 Not walls nor hills could guard so wefl 
Old Salem's happy ground, 

As those eternal arms of love 
That every saint surround. 

3 Deal gently, Lord, with souls sincere, 
And lead them safely on 

To the bright gates of Paradise, 
Where Christ, their Lord, is gone. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
HAYDN. 
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JESUS, in thy transporting name, 
What blissful glories rise 

Jesus, the angels' sweetest theme, 
The wonder of the skies ! 

2 Well might the skies with wonder view 
A love so strange as thine ; 

No thought of angels ever knew 
Compassion so divine. 

3 Jesus, and didst thou leave the sky 
To bear our sins and woes? 

And didst thou bleed and groan and die, 
For vile, rebellious foes ? 

4 Victorious love ! can language tell 
The wonders of thy power, 

Which conquered all the force of hell 
In that tremendous hour ! 

5 What glad return can I impart 
For favors so divine ? 

take this heart, this worthless hearlj 
And make it only thine ! 

_ ANNE STEELS. 

THOU art my portion, O my God ; 

Soon as I know thy way, 
My heart makes haste t' obey thy word, 

And suffers no delay. 



2 I choose the path of heavenly truth, 

And glory in my choice ; 
Not all the riches of the earth 

Could make me so rejoice. 



3 The testimonies of thy grace 
I set before mine eyes ; 

Thence I derive my daily strength, 
And there my comfort lies. 

4 If once I wander from thy path, 
I think upon my ways, 

Then turn my feet to thy command, 
And trust thy pardoning grace. 

5 Now I am thine, forever thine ; 
O save thy servant, Lord ! 

Thou art my shield, my hiding-place ; 
My hope is in thy word. 

_ _ ISAAC WATTS. 
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OUR blest Redeemer, ere he breathed 

His tender, last farewell, 
A Guide, a Comforter bequeathed, 

With us on earth to dwell. 

2 He came in tongues of living flame, 
To teach, convince, subdue ; 

All powerful as the wind he came, 
And all as viewless, too. 

3 He came, sweet influence to impart^ 
A gracious, willing Guest, 

While he can find one humble heart 
Wherein to fix his rest. 



4 Spirit of purity and grace, 
Our weakness, pitying, see; 

O make our hearts thy dwelling-place, 
Purer and worthier thee ! 

HARRIET AUBHR. 

103 



NEW CHRISTIAN 



OBTONVILLE, 0. M, 



THOS. HASTINGS. 




Ma-jes-tio sweetness sits enthroned Up-on the Saviour's brow > His head with radiant 




4=& 



^Ffe-j-j 

gi "JJ'j. j~3 



33 



B? 



^^fJSS 



glories crowned, His lips with grace o'er - flow, 
__JL<I 



^ 



His lips with grace o'er-flow, 
I 



? 



-*UL 



fci 



a 



1"=*^ 



ra= 



2 O may he now, and ever, keep 
His eye intent on thee; 

Do thou, great Shepherd of the sheep, 
His bright example be. 

3 With plenteous grace Ms heart prepar 
To execute thy will ; 

And give him patience, love, and care, 
And faithfulness and skill. 

4 As showers refresh the thirsty plain, 
So let his labors prove ; 

By him extend thy righteous reign 
The reign of truth and love. 

J. MONTGOMKRV. 

313 

O FOB an overcoming faith, 
To cheer my dying hours ; 

To triumph o'er approaching death, 
And all his frightful powers ! 

2 Joyful, with all the strength I have, 
My quivering lip should sing, 

" Where is thy boasted victory, grave? 
And where, O death, thy sting ? -' 

3 If sin be pardoned, I'm secure 
Death has no sting beside : 

The law gives sin its fatal power ; 
But Christ, my ransom, died. 

4 Now to the God of vic-to-ry 
Immortal thanks be paid, 

Who makes us conquerors while we di* 
Through Christ, our living Head. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
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MAJESTIC sweetness sits enthroned 

Upon the Saviour's brow ; 
His head with radiant glories crowned, 

His lips with grace o'erflow. 

2 No mortal can with him compare 
Among the sons of men ; 

Fairer is he than all the fair 
Who fill the heavenly train. 

3 He saw me plunged in deep distress, 
And flew to my relief; 

For me he bore the shameful cross, 
And carried all my grief. 

4 To him I owe my life and breath, 
And all the joys I have ; 

He makes me triumph over death, 
And saves me from the grave. 

5 To heaven, the place of his abode, 
He brings my weary feet; 

Shows me the glories of my God, 
And makes my joys complete. 

6 Since from thy bounty I receive 
Such proofs o Hove divine, 

Had I a thousand hearts to give, 
Lord, they should all be thine. 

S. STENNETT. 

312 

WITH joy we own thy servant, Lord, 

Thy minister below, 
Ordained to spread thy truth abroad, 

That all thy name may know. 
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BEHOLD the Saviour of mankind 
Nailed to the shameful tree ! 

How vast the love that him inclined 
To bleed and die for me ! 

2 Hark ! how he groans, while nature shakes, 
And earth's strong pillars bend ! 

The temple's vail asunder breaks, 
The solid marbles rend. 

2 " 'Tis finished ! nowthe ransom's paid, 
"Receive my soul! " he cries ; 

See how he bows his sacred head ; 
He bows his head and dies ! 

1 But soon from death he'll rise again, 
And in full glory shine; 

O Lamb of God, was ever pain, 

Was ever love like thine? 
_ . _ S. WESLEY. 

315 

Axii as God wills, who wisely heeds 

To give or to withhold, 
A.nd knoweth more of all my needs 

Than all my prayers have told. 

2 Enough that blessings undeserved 
Have marked my erring track; 

That, wheresoe'er my feet have swerved, 
His chastening turned me back ; 

3 That more and more a Providence 
Of love is understood, 

Making the springs of time and sense 
Sweet with eternal good; 

4 That death seems but a covered way 
Which opens into light, 

Wherein no blinded child can stray 
Beyond the Father's sight. 

J. G. WHITTIER; 

MEBTON, 0. M, 
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BLEST is the man whose softening heart 

Feels all another's pain, 
To whom the supplicating eye 

Was never raised in vain ; 

2 Whose breast expands with generous warmth, 
A stranger's woes to feel ; 

And bleeds in pity o'er the wound 
He wants the power to heal. 

3 He spreads his kind supporting arm. 
To every child of grief; 

His sacred bounty largely flows, 
And brings unasked relief. 

4 To gentle offices of love 
His feet are never slow; 

He views, through mercy's melting eye, 
A brother in a foe. 

5 Peace from the bosom of his God 
The Saviour's grace shall give; 

And when he kneels before the tone, 
His trembling soul shall live. 

MRS. A. L. BARBAULD. 

FATHER, I know thy ways are just, 
Although to me unknown ; 

O grant me grace thy love to trust, 
And cry, " Thy will be done ! " 

2 If thou shouldst hedge with thorns my path, 
Should wealth and friends be gone, 

Still, with a firm and lively faith, 
I'll cry, " Thy will be done! " 

3 Although thy steps I can not trace, 
Thy sovereign right I '11 own; 

And, as instructed by thy grace, 
I'll cry, " Thy will be done ! 

PERCY CHAPEL COLL. 
JAS. P. JEWSON. 
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THERE is a name I love to hear, 

I love to speak its worth ; 
It sounds like music in mine ear 

The sweetest name on earth. 

2 It tells me of a Saviour's love, 
Who died to set me free ; 

It tells me of his precious blood, 
The sinner's perfect plea. 

3 Jesus ! the name I love so well, 
The name I love to hear ! 

No saint on earth its worth can tell, 
No heart conceive how dear. 

4 This name shall shed its fragrance still 
Along this thorny road ; 

Shall sweetly smooth the rugged hill 
That leads me up to God. 

^ _ FREDERICK WHITFIELD. 
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Plow sweet to be allowed to pray 

To God, the Holy One, 
\Vith filial love and trust to say, 

O God, thy will be done! 

^ We in these sacred words can find 

A cure for every ill ; 
They calm and soothe the troubled mind, 

And bid all care be still. 



3 O could my heart thus ever pray, 

Thus imitate thy Son ! 
Teach me, O God, with truth to say, 

Thy will, not mine, be done. 

UNKNOWN. 
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THINK gently of the erring one : 

O let us not forget, 
However darkly stained by sin, 

He is our brother yet ; 

2 Heir of the same inheritance, 
Child of the self-same God, 

He hath but stumbled in the path 
We have in weakness trod. 

3 Speak gently to the erring ones : 
We yet may lead them back, 

With holy words and tones of love,. 
From misery's thorny track. 

4 Forget not, brother, thou hast sinned 
And sinful yet may be ; 

Deal gently with the erring heart, 
As God hath dealt with tbee. 

Miss E. FLETCHER. 

MAKE channels for the streams 
Where they may broadly run ; 

And love has overflowing streams, 
To fill them every one. 

2 But if at any time we cease 
Such channels to provide, 

The very founts of love for us 
Will soon be parched and dried. 



3 For we must share, if we would keep 
That blessing from above: 

Ceasing to give, we cease to have: 
Such is the law of love. 

FRKNCK. 
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FATHER, whate'er of earthly bliss 
Thy sovereign will denies, 

Accepted at thy throne of grace, 
Let this petition rise : 

2 Give me a calm, a thankful heart, 
From every murmur free ; 

The blessings of thy grace impart, 
And make me live to thee ; 

3 Let the sweet hope that thou art mine 
My life and death attend; 

Thy presence through my journey shine, 
And crown my journey's end. 

_. _ _ ANNE STEELE. 
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JESUS, I love thy charming name ; 

'Tis music to my ear ; 
Fain would I sound it out so loud 

That all the earth.might hear. 

2 Yes, thou art precious to my soul, 
My transport, and .my trust ; 

Jewels to thee are gaudy toys, 
And gold is sordid dust. 

3. All'that my ardent soul can wish, 

In thee doth richly meet; 
Nor to my eyes is light so dear, 

Nor friendship half so sweet. 

4 Thy grace shall dwell upon my heart, 
And shed its fragrance there 

.The noblest balm of all its wounds, 
The cordial of its care. 

- .* .. . PHILIP DODPRIOGB. 



324 

LORD, in whose might the Saviour trod 
The dark and stormy wave, 

And trusted in his Father's arm, 
Omnipotent to save, 

2 When thickly round our footsteps rise 
The floods and storms of life, 

Grant us thy Spirit, Lord, to still 
The dark and fearful strife. 

3 Strong in our trust, on thee reposed, 
The ocean path we'll dare, 

Though waves around us rage and foam, 
Since thou art present there. 

_ L. S. BULFINCH. 
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SHE loved her Saviour, and to him 
Her costliest present brought; 

To crown his head, or grace his name, 
No gift too rare, she thought. 

2 So let the Saviour be adored, 
And not the poor despised ; 

Give to the hungry from your hoard, 
But all, give all to Christ. 

3 Go, clothe the naked, lead the Wind, 
Give to the weary rest ; 

For sorrow's children comfort find, 
And help for all distressed. 

4 But give to Christ alone thy heart, 
Thy faith, thy love supreme ; 

Then for his sake thine alms impart, 
And so give all to him. 

W. CUTTBR. 
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grace how sweet the sound ! 
That saved a wretch like me ! 

1 once was lost, but now am found ; 
Was blind, but now I see. 

2 Through many dangers, toils, and snares 
I have already come ; 

'Tis grace has brought me safe thus far, 
And grace will lead me home. 

3 The Lord has promised good to me, 
His word my hope secures ; 

He will my shield and portion be 
As long as life endures. 

4 Yes, when this heart and flesh shall fail, 
And mortal life shall cease, 

I shall possess, within the vail, 
A life of joy and peace. 

JOHN NEWTON. 
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HAPPY the home, when God is there, 

And love fills every breast; 
Where one their wish, and one their prayer, 

And one then* heavenly rest. 



- 



2 Happy the home, where Jesus' name 

Is sweet to every ear; 
Where children early lisp his fame, 

And parents hold him dear. 

8 Happy the home where prayer is heard, 
And praise is wont to rise ; 

Where parents love the sacred word, 
And live but for the skies. 



4 Lord, let us in our homes agree 
This blessed peace to gain ; 

Unite our hearts in love to thee, 
And love to all will reign. 

UNKNOWN. 



WHEN blooming youth is snatched away 
By death's resistless hand, 

Our hearts the mournful tribute pay 
Which pity must demand. 

2 While pity prompts the rising sigh, 
O may this truth, impressed 

With awful power, " I, too, must die," 
Sink deep in every breast. 

3 Let this vain world engage no more, 
Behold the opening tomb : 

It bids us seize the present hour ; 
To-morrow death may come. 

4 O let us fly, to Jesus fly, 
Whose powerful arm can save ; 

Then shall our hopes ascend on nigh, 
And triumph o'er the grave. 

_ ANNESTEELE. 
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VOUCHSAFE, O Lord, thy presence now; 

Direct us in thy fear; 
Before thy throne we humbly bow, 

And offer fervent prayer. 



2 Give us the men whom thou shalt choose 
Thy house on earth to guide ; 

Those who shall ne'er their power abuse, 
Or rule with haughty pride. 

3 Inspired with wisdom from above, 
And with discretion blest, 

Displaying meekness, temperance, love, 
Of every grace possessed . 



4 These are the men we seek of thee, 

O God of righteousness ! 
Such may thy servants ever be ; 

With such thy people bless. 

O. B. IM. 
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THERE is an hour of peaceful rest 
To mourning wanderers given ; 
There is a tear for souls distressed, 
A balm for every wounded breast ; 
'Tis found above in heaven. 

2 There is a home for weary souls, 

By sins and sorrows driven, 
When tossed on life's tempestuous shoals, 
Where storms arise and ocean rolls, 
And all is drear but heaven. 



GOING HOME. 0. M.. with Chorus, 



3 There faith lifts up the tearless eye, 
The heart with anguish riven; 

It views the tempest passing by, 
Sees evening shadows quickly fly, 
And all serene in heaven. 

4 There fragrant flowers immortal bloom, 
And joys supreme are given ; 

There rays divine disperse the gloom ; 
Beyond the dark and narrow tomb 
Appears the dawn of heaven. 

W. B. TAPPAN. 

A. D. FlLLMORE. 
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JERUSALEM, my happy home, 

O how I long for thee ! 
When will my sorrows have an end? 

Thy joys, when shall I see ? CHO. 

2 Thy walls are all of precious stones, 
Most glorious to behold; 

Thy gates are richly set with pearl, 
Thy streets are paved with gold. CHO. 

3 Thy gardens and thy pleasant greens 
My study long have been 



Such sparkling gems by human sight 
Have never yet been seen. CHO. 

4 If heaven be thus glorious, Lord, 
Why should I stay from thence ? 

What folly 'tis that I should dread 
To die and go from hence! CHO. 

5 Reach down, reach down thine arms of grace, 
And cause me to ascend 

Where congregations ne'er break up, 
And praises never end. CHO. 

UNKNOWN. 
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THERE is a land of pure delight, 

Where saints immortal reign ; 
Infinite day excludes the night, 

And pleasures banish pain. 
There everlasting spring abides, 

And never-withering flowers ; 
Death, like a narrow sea, divides 

This heavenly land from ours. 

2 Sweet fields, beyond the swelling flood 
Stand dressed in living green ; 

So to the Jews old Canaan stood, 
While Jordan rolled between. 

But timorous mortals start and shrink 
To cross this narrow sea, 

And linger, shivering, on the brink, 
And fear to launch away. 

3 O could we make our doubts remove, 
Those gloomy doubts that rise, 

And see the Canaan that we love, 

With unbeclouded eyes 
Could we but climb where Moses stood, 

And view the landscape o'er, 
Itfot Jordan's stream, nor death's cold flood, 

Should fright us from the shore. 

_.__ v. ISAAC WATTS. 

HAIL, sweetest, dearest tie, that binds 

Our glowing hearts in one ! 
Hail, sacred hope, that tunes our minds, 

To harmony divine ! 
REF. It is the hope, the blissful hope, 

Which Jesus' grace has given ; 
The hope, when days and years are past, 

We aU shall meet in heaven. 



V/ 



2 What though the northern wintry blast 
ShaU howl around our cot ! 

What though beneath an eastern sun 
Be cast our distant lot ! 

EBP. Yet still we share the blissful hope, etc. 

3, From eastern shores, from northern lands, 
From western hill and plain ; 

From southern climes, the brother-bands 
May hope to meet again. 

REF. It is the hope, the blissful hope, etc. 

4 No lingering look, nor parting sigh, 
Our future meeting knows ; 

There friendship beams from every ey$ 
And love immortal glows. 

REF. O sacred hope ! O blissful hope! etc. 

_ . _ _ SUTTON. 
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O GOD, unchanging fount of good, 

Thy mercy faileth not ; 
And yet, by man's unthankful mood, 

Thy mercy is forgot. 
Thy bounty as unceasing falls, 

As falls the plenteous light ; 
And every blessing on us calls, 

Thy goodness to requite. 

2 If mercy, too, comes as the rain, 

'Mid clouds of seeming wrath, 
Yet still the ministry of pain 

A kicdly mission hath. 
Yea, whatsoe'er thy dealings here, 

They are in mercy given ; 
To fit us for a nobler sphere 

Of life, with thee, in heaven. 

C. W. PEAESOK 
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WHILE thee I seek, protecting Power, 

Be my vain wishes stilled ; 
And may this consecrated hour 

With better hopes be filled. 
T hy love the power of thought bestowed : 

To thee my thoughts would soar ; 
Thy mercy o'er my life has flowed : 

That mercy I adore. 

2 In each event of lite, how clear 
Thy ruling hand I see 

Each blessing to iny soul more dear, 
Because conferred by thee \ 

In every joy that crowns my days, 
In every pain I hear, 

My heart shall find delight in praise, 
Or seek relief in prayer. 

3 When gladness wings my favored hour, 
Thy love my thoughts shall fill ; 

Resigned, when storms of sorrow lower, 
My soul shall meet thy will. 

My luted eye, without a tear, 
The gathering storm shall see; 

My steadfast heart shall know no fear; 
That heart shall rest on thee. 

Miss H. M. WILLIAMS. 



ALMIGHTY God \ thy word is cast, 

Like seed into the ground ; 
Now let the dew of heaven descend, 

And righteous fruits abound. 
Let not the foe of Christ and man 

This holy seed remove ; 
But give it root in every heart, 

To bring forth fruits of love. 

J. CAWOOD. 
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FALLEN, on Zion's battle-field, 

A soldier of renown, 
Armed in the panoply of God, 

In conflict cloven down \ 
His helmet on, his armor bright, 

His cheek unblanched with fear. 
While round his head there gleamed a light, 

His dying hour to cheer. 

2 Fallen, while cheering with his voiw 
The sacramental host \ 

With banners floating on the air, 
Death found him at his post. 

In life's high prime the warfare closed, 
But not ingloriously, 

He fell beyond the outer wall, 
And shouted vic-to-ry! 

3 Fallen, a holy man of God, 
An Israelite indeed, 

A standard-bearer of the cross, 
Mighty in word and deed ; 

A master spirit of the age, 
A bright and burning light, 

Whose beams across the firmament 
Scattered the clouds of night ! 

4 Fallen, as sets the sun at eve, 
To rise in splendor where 

His kindred luminaries shine, 
Their heaven of bliss to share! 

Beyond the stormy battle-field 
He reigns in triumph now, 

Sweeping a harp of wondrous song, 
With glory on his brow. 

J. N. MAKFITT. 
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JERUSALEM, my glorious home, 

Name ever dear to me ! 
When shall my labors have an end, 

In joy and peace and thee ? 
When shall these eyes thy heaven-built wall 

And pearly gates behold ; 
Thy bulwarks with salvation strong, 

And streets of shining gold ? 

2 There happier bowers than Eden's bloom, 
Nor sin nor sorrow know : 

Blest seats, thro' rude and stormy scenes 

I onward press to you. 
Why should I shrink at pain and woe, 

Or feel, at death, dismay ? 
I've Canaan's goodly land in view, 

And realms of endless day. 

3 Apostles, martyrs, prophets there, 
Around my Saviour stand ; 

And soon my friends in Christ below 
Will join the glorious band. 

Jerusalem, my glorious home ! 
My soul still pants for thee ; 

Then shall my labors have an end, 
When I thy joys shall see. 

UNKNOWN. 
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COME, let us join pur friends above 

Who have obtained the prize, 
And, on the eagle wings of love, 

To joys celestial rise. 
Let saints below in concert sing 

With those to glory .gone ; 
For all the servants of our King 

In heaven and earth are one : 

2 One family we dwell in him ; 
One church above, beneath 

Though now divided by the stream, 
The naiTow stream of death ; 

One army of the living God, 
To his command we bow 

Part of the host have crossed the &xd, 
And part are crossing now. 

3 E'en now to their eternal home 
Some happy spirits fly ; 

And we are to the margin com< 

Expecting soon to die. 
Dear Saviour, be our constant guide ; 

Then, when the word is given, 
Bid Jordan's narrow stream divide, 

And land us safe in heaven. 

CHAKLBS WBSLBY. 
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LOWELL MASON. 
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WHEN them, my righteous Judge, shalt come, 
To take thy ransomed people home, 

Shall I among them stand? 
Shall such a worthless worm as I, 
Who sometimes am afraid to die, 

Be found at thy right hand ? 

2 I love to meet thy people now, 
Before thy feet with them to bow, 

Though vilest of them all ; 
But can I bear the piercing thought? 
What if my name should be left out 

When thou for them shalt call? 

3 O Lord, prevent it by thy grace ; 
' Be thou my only hiding-place 

In this, th' accepted day ; 
Thy pardoning voice, O let me hear, 
To still my unbelieving fear ; 

Nor let me fall, I pray. 

4 And when the final trump shall sound, 
Among thy saints let me be found, 

To bow before thy face ; 
Then in triumphant strains I'll sing, 
While heaven's resounding mansions ring 

With praise of sovereign grace. 

COUNTESS OF HUNTINGDON. 

341 

To HIM who did salvation bring 
Wake every tuneful power, and sing 
A song of sweetest praise : 



His grace diffuses, as the rains 
Crown nature's flowery hills and plains, 
And spreads a thousand ways. 

2 Salvation is the noblest song ; 
O may it dwell on every tongue, 

And all repeat, Amen ! 
The Lord will come from heaven to earth, 
To give his people second birth, 

And make them one again. 

3 By faith we view him coming down, 
With angels hovering all around ; 

He smiles upon his saints ; 
He cries aloud in melting strains, 
u I come to save you from your pains, 

And end your sore complaints." 

UNKNOWN. 
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LORD thou hast won at length I yield; 
My heart, by mighty grace compelled 

Surrenders all to thee : 
Against thy terrors long I strove, 
But who can stand against thy love? 

Love conquers even me. 



2 Now, Lord, I would be thine alone- 
Come, take possession of thine own, 

For thou hast set me free ; 
Beleased from Satan's hard command. 
See all my powers in waiting stand, 

To be employed by thee. 

TOHN NEWTOW 
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How calm and beautiful the morn 
That gilds the sacred tomb 

Where once the Crucified was borne, 
And vailed in midnight gloom ! 

weep no more the Saviour slain ; 

The Lord is risen, he lives again. 

2 Ye mourning saints, dry every tear 

For your departed Lord ; 
" Behold the place he is not here ;" 
. The tomb is all unbarred : 
The gates of death were closed in vain ; 
The Lord is risen, he lives again. 

NOETHFIELD. C. M. 



3. How tranquil now the risitg day .' 

'Tis Jesus still appears, 
A ris6n Lord, to chase away ' 

Your unbelieving fears ; 
O weep no more your comforts slain; 
The Lord is risen, he lives again. 

4 And when the shades of evening fall, 
When life's last hour draws nigh, 

If Jesus shine upon the SAU!, 
How blissful then to die! 

Since he has risen who ouce was slain, 

Ye die in Christ to live again. 

THOS. HASTINGS. 
JEREMIAH INGALLS. 
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WITH songs and honors sounding loud, 
Address the Lord on high ; 

Over the heavens he spreads his cloud, 
And waters vail the sky. 

2 He sends his showers of blessings down, 
To cheer the plains below ; 

He makes the grass the mountains crown, 
And corn in valleys grow. 

3 His steady counsels change the face 
Of the declining year; 

He bids the sun cut short his race, 
And wintry days appear. 



4 His hoary frost, his fleecy snow, 
Descend and clothe the ground ; 

The liquid streams forbear to flow, 
In icy fetters bound. 

5 He sends his word, and melts the snow, 
The fields no longer mourn ; 

He calls the warmer gales to blow, 
And bids the spring return. 

6 The changing wind, the flying cloud, 
Obey his mighty word ; 

With songs and honors sounding loud, 
Praise* ye the sovereign Lord. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
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Lo ! WHAT ^ glorious sight appears 

To our believing eyes ! 
The earth and seas are passed away, 

And the old rolling skies. 

i From the third heaven, where God resides, 

That holy, happy place, 
The New Jerusalem comes down, 

Adorned with shining grace. 



3 Attending angels shout for joy, 
And the bright armies sing : 

" Mortals ! befiold the sacred seat 
Of your descending King. 



4 "The God of glory down to men 
Removes his blest abode 

Men, the dear objects of his grace, 
And he, the loving God. 

5 " His own soft hand shall wipe the teait 
From every weeping eye ; 

And pains and groans, and griefs and fears, 
And death itself, shall die." 



6 How long, dear Saviour, O how long 
Shall this bright hour delay? 

Fly swifter round, ye wheels of time. 
And bring the welcome day ! 

ISAAC WATTS. 
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How pleased and blest was I, 

To near the people cry, 
u Come, let us seek our God to-day!" 

Yes, with a cheerful zeal, 

We haste to Zion's hih", 
And there our vows and honors pay. 

2 Zion, thrice happy place, 
Adorned with wondrous grace, 

And walls of strength embrace thee round; 
In thee our tribes appear, 
To pray, and praise, and hear 

The sacrea gospel's joyful sound. 

3 May. peace attend thy gate, 
And joy within thee wait, 

To bless the soul of every guest ; 
The man who seeks .thy peace, 
And wishes thine increase 

A thousand blessings on him rest ! 

ISAAC WATTS. 



PETEES. S. P. M. 
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'Tis heaven begun below 
To hear Christ's praises flow 

In Zion, where his name is known. 
What will it be above 
To sing redeeming love, 

And cast our crowns before his throne l 

2 O what sweet company 
We then shall hear and see ! 

What harmony will there abound, 
When souls unnumbered sing 
The praise of Zion's King, 

Nor one dissenting voice be found ! 

3 Till that blest period come, 
Zion shall be our home ; 

And may we never thence remove, 
Till from the Church below 
To that on high we go, 

And there commune in perfect love. 

JOSEPH SWAIN. 
LOWELL MASON. 
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CKOWN him with many crowns, 

The Lamb upon his throne; 
Hark ! how the heavenly anthem drowns 

All music but its own ! 
Awake, my soul, and sing 

Of him who died for thee; 
And hail him as thy matchless King 

Through all eternity. 

2 Crown him the Lord of love ; 

Behold his hands and side 
Those wounds, yet visible above, 

In beauty glorified ! 
No angel in the sky 

Can fully bear that sight, 
But downward bends his wondering eye 

At mysteries so bright. 

S Crown him the Lord of heaven, 

One with the Father known, 
And the blest Spirit through him given 

From yonder glorious throne ! 
All hail, Redeemer, hail ! 

For thou hast died for me ; 
Thy praise and glory shall not fail 

Throughout eternity. 

. M. BRIDGES. 
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BEYOND the starry skies, 

Far as th' eternal hills, 
There, hi the boundless world of light, 

Our great Redeemer dwells. 
Around him angels fair 

In countless armies shine ; 
And eyer, in exalted lays, 

They offer songs divine. 

2 " Hail, Prince of life ! " they cry, 
" Whose unexampled love 

Moved thee to quit these glorious realms 

And royalties above." 
And when he stooped to earth, 

And suffered rude disdain, 
They cast their honors at his feet, 

And waited in his tram. 

3 They saw him on the cross, 
While darkness vailed the skies, 

And when he burst the gates of death, 
They saw the Conqueror rise. 

They thronged his chariot wheels, 
And bore him to his throne ; 

Then swept their golden harps and sung, 
" The glorious work is done." 

J. FAUGH. 
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WELCOME, sweet day of rest, 

That saw the Lord arise ; 
Welcome to this reviving breast, 

And these rejoicing eyes ! 

2 The King himself comes near, 
And feasts his saints to-day ; 

Here may we sit and see him here, 
And love, and praise, and pray. 

3 One day, amid the place 
Where my dear Lord hath been, 

Is sweeter than ten thousand days 
Within the tents of sin. 

4 My willing soul would stay , 
In such a frame as this, 

And sit and sing herself away 
To everlasting bliss. 

ISAAC WATTS. 

LET party names no more 
The Christian world o'erspread ; 

Gentile and Jew, and bond and free, 
Are one in Christ, their Head. 

2 Among the saints on earth 
Let mutual love be found ; 

Heirs of the same inheritance, 
With mutual blessings crowned. 

3 Thus will the Church below 
Resemble that above, 

Where streams of pleasure ever flow, 
And every heart is love. 

BBNJ. BEDDOME. 



COME, we who love the Lord, 
And let our joys be known : 

Join in a song of sweet accord, 
And thus surround the throne. 

2 Let those refuse to sing 
Who never knew our God ; 

But children of the heavenly King 
May speak their joys abroad. 

3 The men of grace have found 
Glory begun below; 

Celestial fruits on earthly ground 
From faith and hope may grow. 

4 The hill of Zion yields 

A thousand sacred sweets. 
Before we reach the heavenly fields, 
Or walk the golden streets. 

5 Then let our songs abound, 
And every tear be dry ; 

i We're marching through Immanuel's ground 
! To fairer worlds on high. 

ISAAC WATTS. 

To BLESS thy chosen race, 

In mercy, Lord, incline ; 
And cause the brightness of thy face 

On all thy saints to shine, 

2 That so thy wondrous way 
May through the world be known, 

While distant lands their homage payi 
And thy salvation own. 

TATB AND BRADY. 
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How honored is the place 
Where we adoring stand 

Zion, the glory c/ tlie earth, 
And beauty of the land! 

2 Bulwarks of grace defend 
The city where we dwell ; 

While walls, of strong salvation made, 
Defy th' assaults of hell. 

3 Lift up th' eternal gates, 
The doors wide open fling; 

Enter, ye nations, that obey 
The statutes of our King. 

4 Here taste unmingled joys, 
And live in perfect peace, 

You that have known Jehovah's name, 
And ventured on his grace. 

355 ISAAC 

BEHOLD, what wondrous grace 
The Father hath bestowed 

On sinners of a mortal race, 
To call them sons of God ! 

2 Nor doth it yet appear 
How great we must be made ; 

But when we see our Saviour here, 
We shall be like our Head. 



3 If in my Father's love 

T share a filial part, 
His Holy Spirit, like a dove, 

Will rest within my heart! 



4 We would no longer lie 
lake slaves beneath the throne; 

Our faith shall Abba, Father ! cry, 
And thou the kindred own. 

C o ISAAC WATTS. 

MY SPIRIT on thy care, 

Blest Saviour, I recline; 
Thou wilt not leave me to despair, 

For thou art love divine. 

2 In thee I place my trust ; 
On thee I calmly rest; 

1 know thee good, I know thee just, 
And count thy choice the best. 

3 Whate'er events betide, 
Thy will they ah" perform ; 

Safe in thy breast my head I hide, 
Nor fear the coming storm. 

4 Let good or ill befall, 

It must be good for me 

Secure of having thee in all, 

Of having all in thee. 

357 H - 

FOREVER here my rest, 
Close to thy bleeding side ; 

This all my hope, and all my plea - 
For me the Saviour died. 



2 My Saviour and my God, 
Fountain for guilt and sin, 

Sprinkle me ever with thy blood, 
And cleanse and keep me clean. 
CHARI-ES WESLT 
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THIS is the glorious day 
That our Redeemer made ; 

Let us rejoice, and sing, and pray, 
Let all the Church be glad. 

2 The work, O Lord, is thine, 
And wondrous in our eyes ; 

This day declares it all divine, 
This day did Jesus rise. 

3 Hosannato the King, 
Of David's royal blood ! 

Bless him, you saints; he comes to bring 
Salvation from your God. 

4 We bless thy Holy Word, 
Which all this grace displays, 

And offer on thine altar, Lord, 
Our sacrifice of praise. 



359 

SOLDIERS of Christ, arise, 

And put your armor on ; 
Strong in the strength which God supplies 

Through his beloved Son. 

2 Strong in the Lord of hosts, 
And in his mighty power ; 

Who in the strength of Jesus trusts 
Is more than con-quer-or. 

3 Stand, then, in his great might, 
With all his strength endued ; 

But take, to arm you for the fight, 
The panoply of God. 



4 Leave no unguarded place, 
No weakness of the soul, 

Take every virtue, every grace, 
And fortify the whole ; 

5 That, having all things done, 
And all your conflicts past. 

You may o'ercome, through Christ alone, 
And stand entire at last. 

CHARLES WESLEY. 

OUB heavenly Father calls, 
And Christ invites us near ; 

With both our friendship shall be sweet 
And our communion dear. 

2 God pities all our griefs ; 
He pardons every day, 

Almighty to protect our souls, 
And wise to guide our way. 

3 How large his bounties are ! 
What various stores of good, 

Diffused from our Redeemer's hand, 
And purchased with his blood! 

4 Jesus, our living Head, 
We bless thy faithful care; 

Our Advocate before the throne, 
And our Forerunner there. 

5 Here fix, my roving heart, 
Here wait, my warmest love, 

Till the communion be complete, 
In nobler scenes above. 

PHILIP DOPB 
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How charming is the place 
Where my Redeemer. God, 

(Jn vails the beauties of his face, 
And sheds his love abroad ! 

2 Not the fair palaces 

To which the great resort 
Are once to be compared with this, 
Where Jesus holds his court. 

3 Here, on the mercy-seat, 
With radiant glory crowned, 

Our joyful eyes behold him sit, 
And smile on all around. 

4 To him their prayers and cries 
Each humble soul presents ; 

He listens to their broken sighs, 
And grants them all their wants. 

5 Give me, O Lord, a place 
Within thy blest abode, 

Among the children of thy grace, 
The servants of my God. 

SAMUEL STENNETT. 

362 

.HAD I the gift of tongues, 
' Great God, without thy grace, 
My loudest words, my loftiest songs, 
Would be but sounding brass. 

2 Though thou shouldst give me skill 

Each mystery to explain, 
Without a. heart to do thy will, 

My knowledge would be vain 




3 Had I such faith in God 
As mountains to remove, 

No faith could work effectual good, 
That did not work by love. 

4 Grant, then, this one request, 
Whatever be denied 

That love divine may rule my breast, 
And all my actions guide. 

SAMUEL STENNETT. 

363 

WE GIVE thee but thine own, 
Whate'er the gift may be : 

All that we have is thine alone, 
A trust, O Lord, from thee. 

2 May we thy bounties thus 
As stewards true receive, 

And gladly, as thou blessest us, 
To thee our first-fruits give. 

3 To comfort and to bless, 
To find a balm for woe, 

To tend the lone and fatherless, 
Is angels' work below. 

4 The captive to release, 
To God the lost to bring, 

To teach the way of life and peace- 
It is a Christ-like thing. 

5 And we believe thy word, 
Though dim our faith may be, 

Whate'er for thine we do, O Lord f 
We do it unto thee. 

w, w. How. 
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BLEST be the tie that binds 
Our hearts in Christian love ; 

The fellowship of kindred minds 
Is like to that above. 

2 Before our Father's throne 
We pour our ardent prayers ; 

Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one, 
Our .comforts and our cares. 

3 We share our mutual woes, 
Our mutual burdens bear; 

And often for each other flows 
The sympathizing tear. 

4 Here we must often part, 
In sorrow and in pain ; 

But we shall still be joined in heart, 
And hope to meet again. 

5 This glorious hope revives 
Our courage by the way ; 

While each in expectation lives, 
And longs to see the day. 

8 From sorrow, toil, and pain, 

And sin we shall be free ; 
And perfect love and friendship reign 

Through all eternity. 

JOHN FAWCETT. 

LET men their songs employ, 

Angels their music raise, 
And earth and heaven unite their joy 

To sound our Father's praise. 

C. Q. WRIGHT. 
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How gentle God's commands ! 

How kind his precepts are ! 
Come, cast your burdens on the Lord, 

And trust his constant care. 

2 Beneath his watchful eye 
His saints securely dwell ; 

That hand which bears creation up, 
Shall guard his children well. 

3 Why should this anxious load 
Press down your weary mind ? 

O seek your heavenly Father's throne, 
And peace and comfort find. 

4 His goodness stands approved, 
Unchanged from day to day; 

I'll drop my burden at his feet, 
And bear a song away. 

PHILIP DODDRIDCE. 

367 

To GOD the only wise, 
Who keeps us by his word, 

Be glory now and evermore, 
Through Jesus Christ, our Lord. 

2 Hosanna to the Word, 
Who from the Father came ! 

Ascribe salvation to the Lord, 
And ever bless his name. 

3 The grace of Christ our Lord, 
The Father's boundless love, 

The Spirit's blest communion, too, 
Be with us from above. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
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THE Lord my Shepherd is ; 

I shall be well supplied. 
Since he is mine, and I am his, 

What can I want beside ? 

2 He leads me to the place 
Where heavenly pasture grows, 

Where living waters gently pass, 
And full salvation flows. 

3 If e'er I go astray, 

He doth my soul reclaim, 
And guides me in his own right way, 
For his most holy name. 

4 While he affords his aid, 
I can not yield to fear ; 

Though I should walk through death's dark shade, 
My Shepherd's with me there. 

_ ISAAC WATTS. 

IN EVERY trying hour 
My soul to Jesus flies ; 

1 trust in his almighty power, 
When swelling billows rise. 

2 His comforts bear me up ; 
I trust a faithful God ; 

The sure foundation of .my hope 
Is in niy Saviour's blood. 



3 Loud hallelujahs sing 

To our Redeemer's name ; 
In joy or sorrow life or death 



is love is still the same. 
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THOU source of life and light, 
When in thy word we read 

The wondrous love to mortals given, 
To save us in our need, 

2 Our hearts to thee we turn, 
In gratitude and love, 

That when no other power could save. 
Thy Son came from above. 

3 O gracious gift of God 
His love to manifest 

To sinful man, that he may turn 
And be forever blest ! 

4 Our Father and our God, 
Accept our grateful praise ; 

Help us, that we may always live 
And walk in wisdom's ways. 

J. C. TULLY. 

371 

IN Ar/Ti my ways, O God, 

I would acknowledge tb 
And seek to keep my heart and house 

From all pollution free. 

2 Where'er I have a tent, 

An altar will I raise ; 
And thither my oblations bring 

Of humble prayer and praise. 



ice; 



3 Could I my wish obtain, 
My household, Lord, should be 

Devoted to thyself alone, 
A nursery for thee. 

UNKNOWN; 
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NOT all the blood of beasts, 

On Jewish altars slain, 
Could give the guilty conscience peace, 

Or wash away its stain. 

2 But Christ, the heavenly Lamb, 
Bears all our sins away ; 

A. sacrifice of nobler name 
And richer blood than they. 

8 My faith would lay her hand 
On that dear head of thine, 

While, like a penitent, I stand, 
And there confess my sin. 

4 Believing, we rejoice 

To see the curse remove; 
We bless the Lamb with cheerful voice, 

And sing his dying love. 

ISAAC WATTS. 

HUNGRY, and faint, and poor, 

Behold us, Lord, again 
Assembled at thy mercy's door, 

Thy bounty to obtain. 

Thy word invites us nigh, 
Or we would starve indeed ; 
'.For we no money have to buy, 
1 Nor righteousness to plead. 

3 The food our spirits want, 
Thy hand alone can give; 

O hear the prayer of faith, and grant 
That we may eat and live ! 

UNKNOWN. 
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DID Christ o'er sinners weep, 
And, shall our cheeks be dry? 

Let tears of penitential grief 
Flow forth from every eye. 

2 The Son of God in tears 
The wondering angels see ; 

Be thou astonished, O my soul: 
He shed those tears for thee. 

3 He wept that we might weep 
Each sin demands a tear ; 

In heaven alone no sin is found, 
And there's no weeping there. 

. BENJ. BEDDOME- 

375 

AND can I yet delay 

My little all to give; 
To tear my soul from earth away, - 

My Saviour to receive ? 

2 Nay, but I yield, I yield; 
I can hold put no more ; 

I sink, by dying love compelled, 
And own thee Con-quer-or. 

3 Though late, I all forsake ; 
My Mends, my all, resign ; 

Gracious Redeemer, take, O take, 
And seal me ever thine ! 

4 Come, and possess me whole, 
Nor hence again remove ; 

Settle and fix my wavering soul 
With all thy weight of love. 

CHARLES WESLK\ 



HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK. 



376 

1 BLESS the Christ of God, 
I rest on love divine, 

And with unfaltering lip and heart, 
I call this Saviour mine. 

2 His cross dispels each doubt; 
I bury in his tomb 

Each thought of unbelief and fear, 
Each lingering shade of gloom. 

3 I praise the God of peace ; 

I trust his truth and might ; 
He calls me his, I call him mine 
My God, my joy, my light. 

4 'Tis he who saveth me, 
And freely pardon gives: 

I love because he loyeth me ; 
I live because he lives. 

__ H. BONAB. 

377 

YE SERVANTS of the Lord, 

Each in his office wait; 
With joy obey his heavenly word, 

And watch before his gate. 

2 Let all your lamps be bright, 
And trim the golden flame ; 

Gird up your loins, as in the might 
Of his most holy name. 

3 Watch ! 'Tis the Lord's command, 
And while we speak he's near; 

Mark the first signal of his hand, 
And ready all appear. 

4 O happy servant he, 

In such a posture found ! 
He shall his Lord with rapture see, 
And be with honor crowned. 

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 

378 

SEE how the rising sun 

Pursues his shining way, 
And wide proclaims his Maker's praise 

With every brightening ray. 

2 Thus would my rising soul 
Its heavenly parent sing ; 

And to its great Original 
A humble tribute bring. 

3 O may I grateful use 
The blessings I receive, 

And ne'er in thought, or word, or deed, 
His Holy Spirit grieve. 

ELIZABETH SCOTT. 
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JESUS invites his saints 
To meet around his board- 

Here pardoned rebels sit, and hold 
Communion with theL/Lord. 

2 This holy bread and wine 
Maintain pur fainting breath, 

By union with our living Lord, 
And interest in his death. 

3 Let all our powers be joined 
His glorious name to raise ; 

Let holy love fill every mind, 
And every voice be praise. 
ISAAC WATTS. 

380 

YE MESSENGERS of Christ, 
His sovereign voice obey ; 

Arise and follow where he leads, 
And peace attend your way. 

2 The Master whom you serve 
Will needful strength bestow: 

Depending on his promised aid, 
With sacred courage go. 

3 Mountains shall sink to plains, 
And hell in vain oppose ; 

The cause is God's, and will prevail, 
In spite of all his foes. 

4 Go, spread a Saviour's fame, 
And teD his matchless grace 

To the most guilty and depraved 
Of Adam's fallen race. 

MRS. VOKK. 

381 

LORD, at this closing hour, 

Establish every heart 
Upon thy word of truth and power, 

To keep us when we part. 

2 Peace to our brethren give; 
Fill all our hearts with love ; 

lii faith and patience may we live, 
And seek our rest above. 

3 Through changes, bright or drear, * 
We would thy will pursue; 

And toil to spread thy kingdom here, 
Till we its glory view. 

4 To God, the only wise, 
In every age adored, 

Let glory from the Church arise, 
Through Jesus Christ our Lord ! 

K. T. FITCH. 
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A CHARGE to keep I have, 

A God to glorify, 
A never-dying soul to save, 

And fit it for the sky. 

2 To serve the present age, 
My calling to fulfill, 

O may it all my powers engage 
To do my Master's will ! 

3 Arm me with jealous care, 
As in thy sight to live ; 

And O thy servant, Lord, prepare 
A strict* account to give ! 

4 Help me to watch and pray, 
And on thyself rely, 

Assured, if I my trust betray, 
I shall forever die. 

__ _ __ CHARLES WESLEY. 

383 

SAVIOUR, thy law we love, 

Thy pure example bless, 
And with a firm, unwavering zeal, 

Would in thy footsteps press. 

2 Not to the fiery pains 

By which the martyrs bled ; 
Not to the scourge, the thorn, the cross, 
Our favored feet are led ; 

3 But at this peaceful tide, 
Assembled in thy fear, 

The homage of obedient hearts 
We humbly offer here. 

UNKNOWN. 
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MY SOUL, be on thy guard : 
Ten thousand foes arise; 

The hosts of sin are pressing hard 
To draw thee from the skies. 

2 O watch, and fight, and pray ; 
The battle ne'er give o'er ; 

Renew it boldly every day, 
And help divine implore. 

3 Ne'er think the victory won, 
Nor lay thine armor down ; 

Thy arduous work will not be done 
Till thou obtain thy crown. 

4 Fight on, my soul, till death 
Shall bring thee to thy God ; 

He'll take thee, at thy parting breath, 
To his divine abode. 



385 

Now is th' accepted time, 
Now is the day of grace; 

Now, sinners, come, without delay, 
And seek the Saviour's face. 

2 Now is th' accepted time, 
The Saviour calls to-day ; 

To-morrow it may be too late; 
Then why should you delay? 

3 Now is th' accepted tune, 
The gospel bids you come ; 

And every promise in his word 
Declares there yet is room. 

J. DOBELL. 
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IN expectation sweet 

We wait, and sing, and pray, 
Till Christ's triumphal car we meet, 

And see an enaiess uay. 

2 He comes ! the Conqueror comes! 
Death falls beneath his sword ; 

The joyful prisoners burst then* tombs, 
And rise to meet their Lord. 

3 The trumpet sounds Awake ! 
Ye dead, to judgment come! 

The pillars of creation shake, 
While hell receives her doom. 

4 Thrice happy morn for those 
Who love the ways of peace : 

No night of sorrow e'er shall close 
Upon its perfect bliss. 

Jos. SWAIN. 
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TEACH me, my God and King, 

Thy will in all to see ; 
And what I do in any thing, 

To do it as for thee; 

2 To scorn the senses' sway, 
While still to thee I tend- 
In all I do, be thou the way ; 

In all, be thou the end. 

3 All may of thee partake ; 
Nothing so small can be 

But draws, when acted for thy sake, 
Greatness and worth from thee. 

4 If done beneath thy laws, 
E'en servile labors shine; 

Hallowed is toil, if this the cause; 
The meanest work, divine. 

HERBERT. 
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Sow in the morn thy seed ; 

At eve hold not thy hand ; 
To doubt and fear give thou no heed, 

Broadcast it o'er the land. 

2 And duly shall appear, 
In verdure, beauty, strength, 

The tender blade, the stalk, the ear, 
And the full corn at length. 



3 Thou canst not toil in vain ; 

Cold, heat, and moist, and dry, 
Shall foster and mature the grain 

For garners in the sky. 



4 Then, when the glorious end, 
The day of God, shall come, 

The angel reapers shall descend, 
And heaven shout, "Harvest home!" 

JAMES MONTGOMERY. 
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A PARTING hymn we sing 
Around thy table, Lord ; 

Again our grateful tribute bring, 
Our solemn vows record. 

2 Here have we seen thy face, 
And felt thy presence here ; 

So may the savor of thy grace 
In word and life appear. 

3 The purchase of thy blood 
By sin no longer led 

The path our dear Redeemer trod^ 
May we, rejoicing, tread. 

4 In self-forgetting love, 

Be Christian union shown, 
Until we join the Church above, 
And know as we are known. 

A. R. WOLFE. 
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SERVANT of God, well done! 

Rest from thy loved employ ; 
The battle fought, the victory won, 

Enter thy Master's joy. 

2 The voice at midnight came ; 
He started up to hear : 

A mortal arrow pierced his frame ; 
He fell, but felt no fear. 

3 Tranquil amid alarms, 
It found him on the field, 

A veteran slumbering on his arms. 
Beneath his red-cross shield. 

4 At midnight came the cry, 

" To meet thy God, prepare ! " 
He woke, and caught his Captain's eje. 
Then r strong in faith and prayer, 

5 His spirit, with a bound, 
Left its encumbering clay; 

His tent, at sunrise, on the ground 
A darkened rum lay. 



6 The pains of death are past ; 

Labor and sorrow cease, 
And, life's long warfare closed at last, 

His soul is found in peace. 

JAMHS MONTOOMKXY. 
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LOUD, in this sacred hour, 
Within thy courts we bend, 

And bless thy love, and own thy power, 
Our Father and our Friend. 

2 But thou art not alone 

In courts by mortals trod ; 
Nor only is the day thine own 
When man draws near to God. 

3 Thy temple is the arch 
Of yon unmeasured sky ; 

Thy Sabbath the stupendous march 
Of grand eternity. 

4 Lord, may that holier day 
Dawn on thy servants' sight ; 

And purer worship may we pay 
In heaven's unclouded light. 

S. -G. BULFINCH. 



SHAWMUT. S. M. 



TO-MORROW, Lord, is thine, 
Lodged in thy sovereign hand ; 

And if its sun arise and shine, 
It shines by thy command. 

2 The present moment flies, 
And bears our life away ; 

O make thy servants truly wise, 
That they may live to-day. 

3 One thing demands our care ; 
O be it still pursued ! 

Lest, slighted once, the season fair 
Should never be renewed. 

4 To Jesus may we fly, 
Swift as the morning light, 

Lest life's young, golden beams should di 
In sudden, endless night. 

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 
Arr. by LOWELL MASON. 
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AND is there, Lord, a rest 

For weary souls designed, 
Where not a care shall stir the breast, 

Or sorrow entrance find ? 

2 Is there a blissful home, 

Where kindred minds shall meet, 
And live, and love, nor ever roam 

From that serene retreat? 

S Forever blessed they 

Whose joyful feet shall stand, 
While endless ages waste away, 

Amid that glorious land ! 

4 My soul would thither tend 
While toilsome years are given ; 

Then let me, gracious Lord, ascend, 
To sweet repose in heaven. 

RAY PALMER. 

394 

How gracious and how wise 

Is our chastising God ! 
And O how rich the blessings are 

Which blossom from his rod ! 

2 He lifts it up on high, 
With pity in his heart, 

That every stroke his children feel 
May grace and peace impart. 

3 Instructed thus, they bow 
And own his sovereign sway; 

They turn their erring footsteps back 
To his forsaken way. 



4 Our Father, we consent 

To discipline divine, 
And bless the pain that makes our souls 

Still more completely thine. 

PHILIP DODDRIDGK. 

" MY TIMES are in thy hand :" 
My God, I wish them there ; 

My life, my soul, my all, I leave 
Entirely to thy care. 

2 " My times are in thy hand," 
Whatever they may be, 

Pleasing or painful, dark or bright, 
Astbest may seem to thee. 

3 " My times are in thy hand" 
Why should I doubt or fear ? 

My Father's hand will never cause 
child a needless tear. 



4 " My times are in thy hand :" 

I'll always trust in thee, 
Till I possess the promised land, 

And all thy glory see. 

_ ^ __ W. F. LLOYD. 
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GIVE to the Lord thine heart ; 

In him all pleasures meet; 
O come and choose the better part, 

Low at the Saviour's feet. 

2 Hear, and your soul shall li ve ; 

His peace shall be your stay 
Peace which the world can never give, 

Can never take away. 

UNKNOWN. 
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JESUS, I live to thee, 

The loveliest and best ; 
My life in thee, thy life in me, 

In thy blest love I rest. 

2 Jesus, I die in thee, 
Whenever death shall come; 

To die in thee is life to me, 
In my eternal home. 

3 Whether to live or die, 

I know not which is best ; 
To live in thee is bliss to me, 
To die is endless rest. 

4 Living or dying, Lord, 
I ask but to be thine ; 

My life in thee, thy life in me, 
Makes heaven forever mine. 

_ _ _ HENRY HARBAUGH. 

39S 

BLEST Comforter Divine, 
Whose rays of heavenly love 

Amid our gloom and darkness shine, 
And point our souls above ; 

$ Thou, whose inspiring breath 
Can make the cloud of care, 

And e'en the gloomy vale of death, 
A smile of glory wear ; 

3 Thou, who dost fill the heart 
With love to all our race 

Blest Comforter, to us impart 
The blessings of thy grace. 

MKS. L. H. SIGOURNEY. 
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How tender is thy hand, 
O thpu most gracious Lord ! 

Afflictions come at thy command, 
And leave us at thy word. 

2 How gentle was the rod 
That chastened us for sin! 

How soon we found a smiling God 
Where deep distress had heen ! 

3 A Father's hand we felt, 

A Father's heart we knew : 
'Mid tears of penitence we knelt, 
And found his word was true. 

4 Now we will bless the Lord, 
And in his strength confide ; 

Forever be his name adored, 
For there is none beside. 

_ j*.f^ THOS. HASTINGS' 

ANOTHER day is past, 

The hours forever fled, 
And time is bearing me away, 

To mingle with the dead. 

2 My mind in perfect peace 
My Father's care shall keep ; 

I yield to gentle slumber now, 
For thou canst never sleep. 

3 How blessed, Lord, are they, 
On thee securely stayed ! 

Nor shall they be in life alarmed. 
Nor be hi death dismayed. 

UNKNOWN. 
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A SWEETLY solemn thought 
Comes to me o'er and o'er: 

To-day I'm nearer to my home 
Than e'er I've been before ; 

2 Nearer my Father's house, 
Where many mansions be ; 

And nearer to the great white throne, 
Nearer the crystal sea ; 

3 Nearer the bound of life, 
Where falls my burden down; 

Nearer to where I leave my cross, 
And where I gain my crown. 

4 Saviour, confirm my trust, 
Complete my faith in thee ; 

And let me feel as if I stood 
Close on eternity 

5 Feel as if now my feet 
Were slipping o'er the brink ; 

For I may now be nearer home, 
Much nearer than I think. 

PHCEBE GARY. 

O WHERE shall rest be found 

Rest for the weary soul ? 
'Twere vain the ocean depths to sound, 

Or pierce to either pole. 



2 The world can never give 
The bliss for which we sigh : 

'Tis not the whole of life to live, 
Nor all of death to die. 



3 Beyond this vale of tears 
There is a life above, 

Unmeasured by the flight of years ; 
And ah" that life is love. 

4 There is a death, whose pang 
Outlasts the fleeting breath ; 

O what eternal horrors hang 
Around the second death ! 

5 Lord God of truth and grace. 
Teach us that death to shun, 

Lest we be banished from thy face, 
And evermore undone. 

J. MONTGOMERY. 

LORD of our highest love, 
Let now thy peace be given ; 

Fix all our thoughts on things above, 
Our hearts on thee in heaven. 

2 And when the loaf we break, 
Thine own rich blessing give; 

May all, with loving hearts, partake, 
And all new strength receive. 

3 Dear Lord, what memories crowd 
Around the sacred cup : 

The upper room Gethsemane 
Thy foes thy lifting up! 



4 O scenes of suffering love, 
Enough our souls to win ; 

Enough to melt our hearts, and prove 
The antidote of sin 1 

G. Y. TICKLE. 
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ARISE, ye saints, arise ! 

The Lord our leader is : 
The foe before his banner flies, 

And vic-to-ry is his. 

2 We soon shall see the day 
When all our toils shall cease ; 

When we shall cast our arms away, 
And dwell in endless peace. 

3 This. hope supports us here; 
It makes our burdens light; 

'Twill serve our drooping hearts to cheer, 
Till faith shall end in sight : 

4 Till, of the prize possessed, 
We hear of war no more ; 

And ever with our Leader rest, 
On yonder peaceful shore. 

THOMAS KELLY. 

BEST for the toiling hand, 

Best for the anxious brow, 
Best for the weary, way-worn feet, 

Best from all labor now. 

2 Soon shall the trump of God 
Give out the welcome sound 

That shakes thy silent chamber-walls, 
And breaks the turf-sealed ground. 

3 Ye dwellers in the dust, 
Awake ! come forth and sing ; 

Sharp has your frost of winter been, 
But bright shall be your spring. 

4 'Twas sown in weakness here; 
'Twill then be raised in power : 

That which was sown a r> earthly seed 
Shall rise a heavenly bwer. 

H. BONAR. 
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1 HAVE a home above, 
From sin and sorrow free ; 

A mansion which eternal love 
Designed and formed for me. 

2 My Father's gracious hand 
Has built this sweet abode ; 

From everlasting it was planned 
My dwelling-place with God. 

3 My Saviour's precious blood 
Has made my title sure ; 

He passed thro' death's dark,raging flood 
To make my rest secure. 

4 The Comforter has come, 
The earnest has been given ; 

He leads me onward to the home 
Beserved for me in heaven. 

H. BENNETT. 
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MY SOUL, it is thy God 
Who calls thee by his grace : 

Now loose thee from each cumbering load.. 
And bend thee to the race. 

2 Make thy salvation sure ; 
All sloth and slumber shun ; 

Nor dare a moment rest secure, 
Till thou the goal hast won. 

3 Thy crown of life hold fast ; 
Thy heart with courage stay ; 

Nor let one trembling glance be cast 
Along the backward way. 

4 Thy path ascends the skies, 
With conquering footsteps bright ; 

And thou shalt win and wear the prize 

In everlasting light. 

LEONARD SWAIN. 
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BI.EST feast of love divine ! 

'Tis grace that makes us free 
To feed upon this bread and wine, 

In memory, Lord, of thee. 

2 That blood which flowed for sin, 
In symbol here we see ; 

And feel the blessed pledge within, 
That we are loved of thee. 

3 O if this glimpse of love 
Be so divinely sweet, 

What will it be, O Lord, above, 
Thy gladdening sinile to meet ! 

4 To see thee face to face, 
Thy perfect likeness wear ; 

And all thy ways of wondrous grace 
Through endless years declare ! 

EDWARD DENNY. 



How various and how new 
Are thy compassions, Lor<l ! 

Each morning shall thy mercies show, 
Each night thy truth record. 

2 Thy goodness, like the sun, 
Dawned on our early days, 

Ere infant reason had begun 
To form our lips to praise. 

3 Each object we beheld 
Gave pleasure to our eyes ; 

And nature all our senses held 
In bands of sweet surprise. 



4 But pleasures more refined 
Awaited that blest day 

When light arose upon our mind 
And chased our sins away. 

5 How new thy mercies, then ! 
How sovereign and how free ! 

Our souls, that had been dead in sin, 
Were made alive to thee. 

_ . _ JOSEPH STENNETT. 
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Go TO thy rest, fair child ; 

Go to thy dreamless bed, 
While yet so gentle, undefiled, 

With blessings on thy head. 

2 Before thy heart had learned 
In waywardness to stray ; 

Before thy feet had ever turned 
The dark and downward way ; 

3 Ere sin had seared the breast, 
Or sorrow woke the tear; 

Kise to thy home of changeless rest 
In yon celestial sphere. 

4 Because thy smile was fair, 
Thy lip and eye so bright ; 

Because thy loving cradle-care 
Was such a dear delight, 

5 Shall love, with weak embrace, 
Thy upward wing detain? 

No ! gentle angel, seek thy place 
Amid the cherub train. 

MRS. L. H. SIGOURNKY. 
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" FOREVER with the Lord !" 

Amen. So let it be. 
Life from the dead is in that word; 

'Tis immortality. 
Here in the body pent, 

Absent from thee I roam ; 
Yet nightly pitch my moving tent 

A day's march nearer home, Nearer, etc. 

2 My Father's house on high, 
Home of my soul, how near, 

At times, to faith's aspiring eyp 
Thy golden gates appear J 



ST. IGNATIUS. S. H, 



Ah ! then my spirit pants 

To reach the land I love, 
The bright inheritance of saints, 

Jerusalem above, Home above, etc. 

3 Yet doubts still intervene, 

And all my comfort flies ; 
Like Noah's dove, I flit between 

Rough seas and stormy skies. 
Anon the clouds depart, 

The winds and waters cease; 
While sweetly o'er my gladdened heart 

Expands the bow of peace, Bow of, eta 

J. MONTGOMERY. 
H. J. GAUNTLETT. 
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THE Lord, who knows full well 

The heart of every saint, 
Invites us all our griefs to tell; 

To pray, and never faint. 

2 He bows his gracious ear ; 
We never plead in vain, 

Yet we must wait till he appear, 
And pray, and pray again. 

3 The Lord will surely hear 
His chosen when they cry ; 

Yes, though he may awhile forbear, 
He'll help them from on high. 

4 Then let us earnest be, 
And never faint in prayer; 

He loves our importunity, 
And makes our cause his care. 
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WHILE my Redeemer's near, 
My Shepherd and my Guide, 

1 bid fare well to anxious fear; 
My wants are all supplied. 

2 To ever-fragrant meads, 
Where rich abundance grows, 

His gracious hand indulgent leads, 
And guards my sweet repose. 

3 Dear Shepherd, if I stray, 
My wandering feet restore ; 

To thy fair pastures guide my way, 
And let me rove no more. 

4 Unworthy, as I am, 
Of thy protecting care, 

/esus, I plead thy gracious name-, 
For all my hopes are there. 

AMNK STKBLK. 
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COME to the house of prayer, 
_ O thou afflicted, come : 
The God of peace shall meet thee therei 
He makes that house his home. 

2 Come to the house of praise, 
Ye who are happy no\y ; * 

In sweet accord your voices raise, 
In kindred homage bow. 

3 Thou, whose benignant eye 
In mercy looks on all . 

Who seest the tear of misery, 
And hear'st the mourner's call- 

4 Up to thy dwelling-place 
Bear our frail spirits on, 

Till they outstrip time's tardy pace 
And heaven on earth be won. 
. . _ . E. TAYLOR. 
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ONCE more, before we part, 
O bless the Saviour's name ! 

Let every tongue and every heart 
Adore and praise the same. 

2 Lord, in thy grace we came, 
That blessing still impart ; 

We met in Jesus' sacred name- 
In Jesus' name we part. 

3 Still on thy holy word 
Help us to feed, and grow, 

Still to go on to know the Lord 
And practice what we know. 

4 Now, Lord, before we part, 
Help us to bless thy name ; 

Let every tongue and every heart 
Adore and praise the same. 

J. 
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MY GOD, my Strength, my Hope, 

On thee I cast my care ; 
With humble confidence look up, 

And know thou hear'st my prayer. 
Give me on thee to wait, 

Till I can all things do 
On thee, almighty to create, 

Almighty to renew. 

2 I want a godly fear, 

A quick-discerning eye, 
That looks to thee when sin is near, 

And bids the tempter fly ; 
A spirit still prepared, 
% , And armed with jealous care, 
jorever standing on its guard, 
^ And watching unto prayer. 

,1 1 rest upon thy word : 

The promise is for me ; 
My succor and salvation, Lord, 

Shall surely come from thee. 
But let me still abide, 

Nor from my hope remove, 
Till thou my patient spirit guide 

Into thy perfect love. 

CHARLES WBSLKV. 
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How beauteous are then- feet 

Who stand on Zion's hill, 
Who bring salvation on their tongues, 

And words of peace reveal ! 
How charming is their voice ! 

How sweet the tidings are : 
" Zion, behold thy Saviour King ; 

He reigns and triumphs here 1" 

2 How happy are our ears, 
That hear this joyful sound. 

Which kings and prophets waited for. 
And sought, but never found ! 

How blessed are our eyes, 
That see this heavenly light ! 

Prophets and kings desired it long, 
But died without the sight. 

3 The watchmen join their voice, 
And tuneful notes employ ; 

Jerusalem breaks forth in songs, 

And deserts learn the joy. 
The Lord makes bare his arm 

Through all the earth abroad; 
Let every nation now behold 

Their Saviour and their God. 

ISAAC WATTS. 
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[ LOVE thy kingdom, Lord, 

The house of thine abode, 
The Church our blest Redeemer saved 

With his own precious blood ; 
[ love thy Church, O God ; 

Her walls before thee stand, 
Dear as the apple of thine eye, 

And graven on thy hand. 

2 For her my tears shall fall, 
For her my prayers ascend ; 

To her my cares and toils be given, 
Till toils and cares shall end. 

Beyond my highest joy, 
I prize her heavenly ways, 

Her sweet communion, solemn vows, 

I Her hymns of love and praise. 

S Jesus, thou Friend divine, 

Our Saviour and our King, 
Thy hand from every snare and foe 

Shall great deliverance bring. 
Sure as thy truth shall last, 

To Zion shall be given 
The brightest glories earth can yield, 

And brighter bliss of heaven. 

TIMOTHY DWIGHT. 
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ALL you that have confessed 

That Jesus is the Lord, 
And to his people joined yourselves. 

According to his word, 
In Zion you must dwell, 

Her altar ne'er forsake ; 
Must come to all her solemn feasts, 

Of all her joys partake. 

2 She must employ your thoughts, 
And your unceasing care ; 

Her welfare be your constant wi*h, 
And her increase your prayer. 

With humbleness of mind 
Among her sons rejoice 

A meek and quiet spirit is, 
With God, of highest price. 

3 Never offend nor grieve 
Your brethren by the way ; 

But shun the dark abodes of strife. 

Like children of the day. 
In all your Saviour's ways 

With willing footsteps move ; 
Be faithful unto death, and then 
You'll reign with him above. 

UNKNOWN. 
161 



NEW CHRISTIAN 



IISCHER, H. M 



F. SCHNEIDER. 




j J. J J3rT:i nij-J-j-feB 
2-3 j j tinCT*~' u ~ ? ^*r* 




-M- 



r welcome, delightful morn, Thou day of sa-cred resth 

t I hail thy kind return : Lord, make these moments blest, j From the low train of mortal toys, 

\4-Os 




I soar to reach im - mortal joys, I soar 



reach 

I soar to reach 



L_p "" 

im - mor-tal joys. 







420 

WELCOME, delightful morn, 
Thou day of sacred rest! 

I hail thy kind return : 
Lord, make these moments blest. 

From the low train of mortal toys, 

I soar to reach immortal joys. 

WYATT. H. M. 






2 Now may the King descend 
And fill his throne with grace ; 

The scepter, Lord, extend, 
While saints address thy face ; 

Let sinners feel thy quickening word 

And learn to know and fear the Lord! 

HAYWARD. 
JAS. H. FILLMORE. 





Awake, ye saints awake, And hail the saored day | , Your grateful homage pay; 

._ In loftiest songs of praise 
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^"^' [First verse in the music.] 

2 On this auspicious morn 

The Lord of life arose, 
And burst the bars of death, 

And vanquished all our foes ; 
And now he pleads our cause above, 
And reaps the fruit of all his love. 



3 All hail, triumphant Lord ! 

Heaven with hosannas rings; 
And earth, in humbler strains, 

Thy praise responsive sings : 
Worthy the Lamb that once was slain, 
Through endless years to. live and reign. 

THOS. COTTKRILL. 
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LORD of the worlds above, 
How pleasant and how fair 

The dwellings of thy love, 
Thine earthly temples are ! 

To thine abode my heart aspires, 

With warm desires to see my God. 

2 O happy souls, who pray 
Where God appoints to hear ! 

O happy men, who pay 

Their constant service there ! 
They praise thee still ; and happy they 
Who love the way to Zioii's hill. 

3 They go from strength to strength, 
Through this dark vale of tears, 

Till each arrives at length, 

Till each in heaven appears : 
O glorious seat, when God, our King, 
Shall thither bring our willing feet. 
*f\n ISAAC WATTS. 

CHRIST is our Corner-stone; 

On him alone we build ; 
With his true saints alone 

The courts of heaven are filled : 
On his great love our hopes we place, 
Of present grace and joys above. 

'2 Oh, then with hymns of praise 
These hallowed courts shall ring ! 

Our voices we will laise, 
The name of Christ to sing ; 

And thus proclaim in joyful song, 

Both loud and long, that glorious Name. 

J. CHANDLER, tr. 
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IN SWEET, exalted strains, 

The King of glory praise : 
O'er heaven and earth he reigns, 

Through everlasting days : 
Beneath this roof, O deign to show 
How God can dwell with men below. 

2 Here may thine ears attend 
Our interceding cries, 

And grateful praise ascend, 
All fragrant, to the skies; 
Here may thy word melodious sound, 
And spread the joys of heaven around. 

3 Here may th' attentive throng 
' Imbibe thy truth and love ; 

And converts join the song 

Of seraphim above ; 
And willing crowds surround thy board, 
With sacred joy and sweet accord. 

4 Here may our unborn sons 
And daughters sound thy praise, 

And shine like polished stones 

Through long-succeeding days ; 
Here, Lord, display thy saving poweij 
While temples stand and men adore} 

yi Q r- BENJ. FRANCIS. 

To GOD, the only wise j 
To Jesus Christ, his Son 

Let songs of praise arise, 
From angels round the throne; 

Let men unite, in sweet accord, 

To praise the goodness of the Lord. 

L. H. JAMHSO* 



139 



NEW CHRISTIAN 



LENOX. H, M. 




m 







LEWIS EDSON. 






ii 



3 



<s>r+<2 



f3 



3 



2=^ 



3=j* 
Blow ye the trumpet, blow The gladly solemn sound j 

Let all the nations know, To earth's remotest bound, 

j^ d! L fc _fi__^_JjtJ_^_^_^6fte_ 







m 



tpH-jsH pP H IH l Tpl 







7 && 



r 







The year of jubilee is come : Eeturn. ye ransomed sinners, home, Beturn, ye ransomed sinners, home. 



'-r !* 



999 







i 



tlH h P h \- 

^mn 



u r r p ir mf 



F 



3 Ye slaves of sin and hell, 
Your liberty receive, 

And safe in Jesus dwell, 

And blest in Jesus live. 
The year of jubilee is come : 
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home 

4 Jesus, our great High Priest, 
Has full atonement made: 

Ye weary spirits, rest; 

Ye mourning souls, be glad. 
The year of jubilee is come : 
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home. 

CHARLES WESLEY 
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BLOW ye the trumpet, blow 
The gladly solemn sound ; 

Let all the nations know, 
To earth's remotest bound, 

The year of jubilee is come : 

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home. 

2 Exalt the Lamb of God, 

The sin-atoning Lamb; 
Redemption by- his blood, 

Throughout the world proclaim. 
The year of jubilee is come : 
.Return, ye ransomed sinners, home. 
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COME, every pious heart, 
That loves the Saviour's name, 

Your noblest powers exert 
To celebrate his fame; 

Tell all above and all below 

The debt of love to him you owe. 

"3 He left his starry crown, 

A nd laid his robes aside ; 
On wings of love came down, 

And wept, and bled, and died : 
What he endured, O who can tell, 
To save our souls from death and hell? 

*J From the dark grave he rose, 

The mansion of the dead, 
And thence his mighty foes 

In glorious triumph led ; 
Dp through the sky the Conqueror rode, 
And reigns on high, the Son of God. 

SAMUEL STENNETT. 
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THE promises I sing, 

Which sovereign love hath spoke 
Nor will th' eternal King 

His words of grace revoke : 
They stand secure and steadfast still; 
Not Zioii's Mil abides so sure. 

2 The mountains melt away, 
When once the Judge appears ; 

And sun and moon decay, 

That measure mortal years : 
But still the same, in radiant lines, 
The promise shines through all the flame. 

3 Their harmony shall sound 
Through mine attentive ears, 

When thunders cleave the ground, 

And dissipate the spheres : 
Midst all the shock of that dread scene, 
I stand serene, thy word my rock. 

PHILIP DODDRIDGK. 
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YES, the Redeemer rose ; 

The Saviour left the dead, 
And o'er his hellish foes 

High raised his conquering head ; 
In wild dismay the guards around 
Pall .to the ground and sink away. 

2 Lo! the angelic bands 

In full assembly meet, 
To wait his high commands, 

And worship at his feet ; 
Joyful they come, and wing their way 
From realms of day to Jesus' tomb. 



3 Then back to heaven they fly, 
The joyful news to bear ; 

Hark ! as they soar on high, 

What music fills the air ! . 

Their anthems say, "Jesus who bled 
Has left the dead he rose to-day." 

4 All hail ! triumphant Lord, 
Who saved us by thy blood ; 

Wide be thy name adored, 

Thou reigning Son of God ! 
With thee we rise, with thee we reign, 
And kingdoms gain beyond the skies. 
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SOUND, sound the truth abroad ; 
Bear ye the word of God 

Through the wide world ; 
Tell what our Lord has done, 
Tell how the day is won, 
Tell from his lofty throne 

Satan is hurled. 

ITALIAN HYMN. 6s & 4s. 



2 Far over sea and land, 

Go, at your Lord's command ; 

Bear ye his name 
Bear it to every shore, 
Regions unknown explore, 
Enter at every door : 

Silence is shame. 

3 Speed on the wings of love 
Jesus, who reigns above, 

Bids us to fly 
They who his message bear 
Should neither doubt nor fear; 
He will their Friend appear, 

He will be nigh. 

Tuos. KELLY 

, F. GIARDINI. 
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RISE, glorious Leader, rise 
Into tb.y native skies 

Assume thy right ; 
And where, in many a fold, 
The clouds are backward rolled, 
Pass through those gates of gold, 

And reign in light. 



2 Victor o'er death and hell, 
Cherubic legions swell 

Thy radiant train ; 
Praises all heaven inspire; 
Each angel sweeps his lyre, 
And waves his wings of fire, 

Thou Lamb once slain ! 

3 Enter, incarnate God : 
No feet but thine have trod 

The serpent down. 
Blow the full trumpet blow ! 
Wider your portals throw ! 
Saviour, triumphant go, 

And take thy crown ! 

M. BRIDGES. 
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MY country, 'tis of thee, 
Sweet land of liberty, 

Of thee I sing; 
Land where my fathers died, 
Land of the pilgrims' pride : 
From every mountain side 

Let freedom ring. 

2 My native country, thee, 
Land of the noble free 

Thy name I love; 
I love thy rocks and rills, 
Thy woods and templed hills ; 
My heart with rapture thrills 
'\e that above. 



3 Let music swell the breeze, 
And ring from all the trees 

Sweet freedom's song ; 
Let mortal tongues awake, 
Let all that breathe partake, 
Let rocks their, silence break 

The sound prolong. 

4 Our fathers' God ! to thee, 
Author of liberty, 

To thee we sing : 
Long may our land be bright 
With freedom 1 s holy light; - 
Protect us by thy might, 

Great God, our King ! 

_. ' S. F. SMITH. 
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GOD bless our native land ! 
Firm may she ever stand 
Through storm and night ; 



When the wild tempests rave, 
Ruler of wind and wa^e, 
Do thou our country save 
By thy great might. 

2 For her our prayer shall rise 
To God above the skies ; 

On him we wait. 
Thou who art ever nigh, 
Guarding with watchful eye, 
To thee aloud we cry, 

God save the State ! 

J S. DWIGHT. 
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THE God of harvest praise ; 
In loud thanksgiving, raise 

Hand, heart, and voice ; 
The valleys smile and sing, 
Forests and mountains ring, 
The plains their tribute bring, 

The streams rejoice. 

2 Yes, bless his holy name, 
And purest thanks proclaim 

Through all the earth ; 
To glory in your lot 
Is duty but be not 
God's benefits forgot, 
Amidst your mirth. 

3 The God of harvest praise ; 
Hands, hearts, and voices raise 

With sweet accord ; 
From field to garner throng, 
Bearing your sheaves along, 
And, in your harvest song, 

Bless ye the Lord. 

J. MONTGOMERY. 
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CHRIST, the Lord, is risen to-day, 
Sons of men and angels say : 
Raise your joys and triumphs high ; 
Sing, ye heavens; thou earth, reply. 

2 Love's redeeming work is done ; 
Fought the fight, the battle won : 
Lo ! our Sun's eclipse is o'er ; 
Lo ! he sets in blood no more. 



EASTER HYMN. 7s. 



3 Vain the stone, the watch, the seal- 
Christ hath burst the gates of hell ; 
Death in vain forbids his rise 
Christ hath opened paradise. 

4 Lives again our glorious King : 
Where, O death, is now thy sting? 
Once he died our souls to save : 
Where's thy victory, boasting grave? 

CHARLES WESLEY. 
J. WORGAN. 
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SONGS of praise awoke the morn 
When the Prince of peace was born ; 
Songs of praise arose when he 
Captive led captivity. 

2 Heaven and earth must pass away 
Songs of praise shall crown the day ; 
God will make new heavens and earth- 
Songs of praise shah* hail then- birth. 

3 Saints below, with heart and voice, 
Still in songs of praise rejoice, 
Learning here, by faith and love, 
Songs of praise to sing above. 

4 Borne upon the latest breath, 
Songs of praise shall conquer death ; 
Then, amidst eternal joy, 

Songs of praise their powers employ. 

_ -i _ J. MONTGOMERY. 
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GOD with us I O glorious name \ 
Let it shine in endless fame ; 
God and man in Christ unite 
O mysterious depth and height I 

2 God with us I amazing love 
Brought him from his courts above : 
Now, ye saints, his grace admire ; 
Swell the song with holy fire. 
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Now begin the heavenly theme ; 
Sing aloud in Jesus' name ; 
Ye who his salvation prove, 
Triumph in redeeming love. 

2 Ye who see the Father's grace 
Beaming in the Saviour's face, 
As to Canaan on ye move, 
Praise and bless redeeming love. 

3 Welcome, all by sin oppressed, 
Welcome to his sacred rest I 
Nothing brought him from above, 
Nothing but redeeming love. 

4 Hither, then, your music bring ; 
Strike aloud each cheerful string ; 
Mortals, join the host above 
Join to praise redeeming love. 

_ _ . _ MARTIN MADAN. 
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THOU, from whom we never part, 
Thou, whose love is everywhere, 

Thou, who seest every heart, 
Listen to our evening prayer: 

2 .Father, fill pur hearts with love, 
Love unfailing, full and free ; 

Love that no alarm can move, 
Love that ever rests on thee. 



3 God with us I O wondrous grace I 
Let us see him face to face, 
That We may Immanuel sing, 
As we ought, our God and King. 

S, SLINN. 
10 



3 Heavenly Father, through the night 
Keep us safe from every ill ; 

Cheerful as the morning light, 
May we wake to do thy will. 

ANON. 
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PRAISE to God, immortal praise, 
For the love that crowns our days ! 
Bounteous Source of every joy, 
Let thy praise our tongues employ. 

2 For the blessings of the field, 
For the stores the gardens yield, 
For the fruits in full supply, 
Eipened 'neath the summer sky j 

3 Flocks that whiten all the plain, 
Yellow sheaves of ripened grain, 
Clouds that drop their fattening dews, 
Suns that temperate warmth diffuse; 

4 All that spring, with bounteous hand, 
Scatters o'er the smiling land ; 

All that liberal autumn pours 
From her rich, o'eriiowing stores : 

5 These to thee, my God, we owe, 
Source whence all our blessings flow ; 
And for these my soul shall raise 
Grateful vows and solemn praise. 

MRS. A. L. BARBAULD. 
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SHEPHERD of thy little flock, 
Lead me to the shadowing rock, 
Where the richest pasture grows, 
Where the living water flows. 

2 By that pure and silent stream, 
Sheltered from the scorching beam, 
Shepherd, Saviour, Guardian, Guide, 
Keep me ever near thy side. 

UNKNOWN. 
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LORD of hosts, to thee we raise 
Here a house of prayer and praise; 
Thou thy people's hearts prepare 
Here to meet for praise and prayer. 

2 Let the living here be fed 

With thy word, the heavenly bread; 
Here, in hope of glory blest, 
May the dead be laid to rest ; 

3 Here to thee a temple stand, 
While the sea shall gird the land ; 
Here reveal thy mercy sure, 
While the sun and moon endure. 

4 Hallelujah ! earth and sky 
To the joyful sound reply ; 
Hallelujah ! hence ascend 

Prayer and praise till time shall end. 

_ _ J. MONTGOMERY. 
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FOR a season called to part, 
Let us now ourselves commend 

To the gracious eye and heart 
Of our ever-present Friend. 

2 Jesus, hear our humble prayer? 
Tender Shepherd of thy sheep, 

Let thy mercy and thy care 
All our souls in safety keep. 

3 In thy strength may we be strong; 
Sweeten every cross and pain; 

Give us, if thou wilt, ere long 
Here to meet in peace again. 

JOHN NBWT. 
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LORD, ,we come before thee now ; 
At thy feet we humbly bow. 

do not our suit disdain ! 

Shall we seek thee, Lord, in vain ? 

2 Lord, on thee our souls depend : 
In compassion now descend, 
Fill our hearts with thy rich grace, 
Tune our lips to sing thy praise. 

8 In thine own appointed way, 
Now we seek thee; here we stay; 
Lord, we know not how to go, 
Till a blessing thou bestow. 

4 Grant that all may seek and find 
Thee a God supremely kind; 
Heal the sick ; the captive free ; 
Let us all rejoice in thee. 

_ _ _ W. HAMMOND. 
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SOVEREIGN Ruler of the skies, 
Ever gracious, ever wise, 
All my times are in thy hand, 
All events at thy command. 

2 Times of sickness, times of health, 
Times of penury and wealth 
All must come, and last, and end, 
As shall please my heavenly Friend. 

< O thou gracious, wise and just ! 
In thy hands my life I trust. 
Have I somewhat dearer still ? 

1 resign it to thy will. 



4 Thee at all times will I bless; 
Having thee, I all possess ; 
How can I bereaved be, 
Since I can not part with thee ? 

JOHN RYLAND. 
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To THY temple we repair 
Lord, we love to worship there, 
When within the vail we meet 
Thee upon the mercy-seat. 

2 While thy glorious name is sung, 
Tune our lips, unloose our tongue : 
Then our joyful souls shall bless 
Thee, the Lord our righteousness. 

3 While to thee our prayers ascend, 
Let thine ear in love attend ; 
Hear us, for thy Spirit pleads 
Hear, for Jesus intercedes. 

4 From thy house when we return, 
Let our hearts within us burn, 
That at evening we may say : 

" We have walked with God to-day. 1 

J. MONTGOMERY. 

447 

LORD, whom winds and seas obey, 
Guide us through the watery way ; 
In the hollow of thy hand 
Hide, and bring us safe to land. 

2 Jesus, let our faithful mind 
Rest, on thee alone reclined ; 
Cause each anxious thought to cease; 
Keep our souls in perfect peace. 

3 Keep the souls whom now we leave 
Bid them to each other cleave ; 

Bid them walk on life's rough sea ; 
Bid them come by faith to thee. 



4 Save, till all these tempests end, 
All who on thy love depend ; 
Waft our happy spirits o'er, 
Land us on the heavenly shore. 

CHARLES WuLBY: 
147 



NEW CHRISTIAN 



UNIVERSITY COLLEGE. 7s. 



H. J. GAUNTLETT. 



Aib** J 


n *^ 


j 


U 


* -* ' 


hJ A 1 


rm" i a 


J . J 


z 


1 & 12 


3 -J 


i5 1 


IN y 4 * 


rT * 




' 7 1 * 


i * * 


'* -J 1 


Praise 


the Lord, his 

* "S" 


glo-r 

- 


""' 
es show, Saints i 




,vith - in his courts be - low ; . 
t * * f 


- -s<- * 


r|: 4 


-P r- T 


. 


j 


9 U i 

i^ n= 


f (2 1 


* n r t \ 


_r 1 1 


l 


ts \ 




P ^3 1 


/<* ' 




1 


1 


j 


1 1 i 




1 


1 


] 


1 




Jr f 


f 




-T i 


1 1 J 1 


i ' II 




1 


1 


a A \ 


J ' *1 J 


1 II 




' ! 


,. ' 


c2 1 


A | 


J II 


\S \y 4 


S * * 


- 


- <y \ 


2 a <* 


* 2 e> \\ 


y 

An - 


gels, round his throne a - bove; 


All that see and share his love. 

, p ^ ^^ 






^ f 


\ '<? i 


r m f m 


K II 


^i 




r 


! -" 1 


f 5 ni r 


II 


^ b 




P 


P 1 


fie ?_3t 1 


-t e U 



448 

PRAISE the Lord, his glories show, 
Saints within his courts below ; 
Angels, round his throne above ; 
All that see and share his love. 

2 Earth to heaven, and heaven to earth, 
Tell his wonders, sing his worth ; 
Age to age, and shore to shore, 
Praise him, praise him, evermore. 

3 Praise the Lord, his mercies trace ; 
Praise his providence and grace 
All that he for man hath done, 

All he sends us through his Son. 

4 Strings and voices, hands and hearts, 
In the concert bear your parts; 

All that breathe, your Lord adore ; 
Praise him, praise him, evermore. 

H. F. LYTE. 
SEYMOTJB. 
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SWELL the anthem, raise the song 
Praises to our God belong 
Saints and angels join to sing 
Praises to the heavenly Bang. 

2 Blessings from his liberal hand 
Flow around this happy land ; . 
Kept by him, no foes annoy ; 
Peace and freedom we enjoy. 

3 Here, beneath a virtuous sway, 
May we cheerfully obey ; 
Never feel oppression's rod, 
Ever own and worship God. 

4 Hark ! the voice of nature sings 
Praises to the King of kings : 
Let us join the choral song, 
And the grateful notes prolon 

NATHAN STRONG. 
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STEALING from the world away, 
We are come to seek thy face ; 

Kindly meet us, Lord, we pray; 
Grant us thy reviving grace. 

2 Yonder stars that gild the sky 
Shine but with a borrowed light ; 

We, unless thy light be nigh, 
Wander, wrapt in gloomy night. 

3 Sun of Righteousness, dispel 

All our darkness, doubts, and fears; 
May thy light within us dwell, 
Till eternal day appears. 

_ RAY PALMER. 
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SAVIOUB, teach me, day by day, 
Love's sweet lesson to obey : 
Sweeter lesson can not be 
Loving him who first loved me. 

2 With a child-like heart of love, 
At thy bidding may I move; 
Prompt to serve and follow thee 
Loving him who first loved me. 

3 Teach me all thy steps to trace, 
Strong to follow in thy grace ; 
Learning how to love from thee 
Loving him who first loved me. 

4 Love in loving finds employ 
In obedience all her joy ; 

Ever new that joy will be 
Loving him who first loved me. 

UNKNOWN. 
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JESUS, Lord, we look to thee : 
Let us in thy name agree ; 
Show thyself the Prince of peace ; 
Bid our jars forever cease. 

2 By thy reconciling love, 
Every stumbling-block remove ; 
Each" to each unite, endear; 
Comej and spread thy banner here. 

3 Make us of one heart and mind- 
Courteous, pitiful, and kind; 
Lowly, meek, in thought and word' ~^ 
Altogether like our Lord. 

CHARLES WESLEY. 
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SOFTLY now the light of day 
Fades upon my sight away: . 
Free from care, from labor free, 
Lord, I would commune with thee. 

2 Thou, whose all-pervading eye 
Naught escapes, without, within, 
Pardon each infirmity 

Open fault, and secret sin. 

3 Soon, for me, the light of day 
Shall forever pass away : 
Then, from sin and sorrow free, 
Take me, Lord, to dwell with thee. 

4 Thou who, sinless, yet hast known 
All 01 man's infirmity, 

Then, from thine eternal throne, 
Jesus, look with pitying eye. 

G. W. DOANE. 
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SLEEP not, soldier of the cross : 
Foes are lurking all around ; 

Look not here to find repose : 
This is but thy battle-ground. 

2 Up ! and take thy shield and sword; 
Up ! it is the call of heaven ; 

Shrink not faithless from the Lord ; 
Nobly strive, as he hath striven. 

3 Break through all the force of ill ; 
Tread the might of passion down, 

Struggling onward, onward still, 
To thy conquering Saviour's crown. 

4 Through the midst of toil and pain, 
Let this thought ne'er leave thy breast: 

Every triumph thou dost gain 
Makes more sweet thy coming rest. 

MRS. E. C. GASKELL 
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OFT in sorrow, oft in woe, 
Onward, Christian, onward go; 
Fight the fight, maintain the strife, 
Strengthened with the bread of life. 

2 Onward, Christian, onward go ; 
Join the war, and face the foe. 
Will you flee in danger's hour ? 
Know you not your Captain's power? 

3 Let your drooping heart be glad; 
March, in heavenly armor clad ; 
Fight, nor think the battle long : 
Soon shall victory tune your song. 

4 Let not sorrow dim your eye : 
Soon shall every tear be dry ; 
Let not fears your course impede : 
Great your strength, if great 'your need. 

H. K. WHITE, Miss F. F. MAITLAND. 
VV. T. PORTER. 
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'Tis my happiness below 
Not to live without the cross, 

But the Saviour's power to know 
Sanctifying every loss. 

2 Trials must and will befall ; . 
But, with humble faith, to see 

Love inscribed upon them all 
This is happiness to me. 

3 Trials make the promise sweet ; 
Trials give new life to prayer ; 

Trials bring me to his feet, 
Lay me low, and keep me there. 

_ _ _ WM. COWPER. 
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PRINCE of peace, control my will ; 
Bid this struggling heart be still; 
Bid my its*!?? and doubtings cease ; 
Hush TOV spirit into peace. 

2 Thou hast bought me with thy blood, 
Opened wide the gate of God : 
Peace I ask but peace must be, 
Lord, in being one with thee. 

3 May thy will, cot mine, be done; 
May thy will and mine be one ; 
Chase these doubtings from my heart- 
Now thy perfect peace impart. 

4 Saviour, at thy feet I fall ; 
Thou, my Life, my God, my All. 
Let thy happy servant be, 

One for evermore with thee. 

MARY A. S. BARBER. 



458 

BLESSED fountain, full of grace- 
Grace for sinners, grace for me 

To this source alone I trace 
What I am, and hope to be : 

2 What I am, as one redeemed, 
Saved and rescued by the Lord, 

Hating what I once esteemed, 
Loving what I once abhorred ; 

3 What I hope to be ere long, 
When I take my place above, 

When I join the heavenly throng, 
When T see the God of love. 

4 Then I hope like him to be, 

Who redeemed his saints from sin. 
Whom I now obscurely see, 
Through a vail that stands bet ween 

459 

Now the shades of night are gone; 
Now the morning light is come: 
Lord, may I be thine to-day ; 
| Drive the shades of sin away ; 

i 2 Fill my soul with heavenly light, 
i Banish doubt, and cleanse my sight ; 
| In thy service, Lord, to-day, 
I Help me labor, help me pray. 

3 When my work of life is past, 
O receive me, then, at last : 
When I reach the heavenly shore, 

i Night of sin will be no more. 
I UNKNOWN 
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SAFELY through another week 
God has brought us on our way : 

Let us each a blessing seek, 
Waiting in his courts to-day 

Day of all the week the best, 

Emblem of eternal rest. 

2 While we seek supplies of grace, 
Through the blest Redeemer's name, 

Show thy reconciling face, 
Take away our sin and shame ; 

From our worldly care set free, 

May we rest this day in thee. 

FLOYD. 7s, 61. 



3 Here we come, thy name to praise : 
Let us feel thy presence near ; 

May thy glory meet our eyes, 

While we in thy house appear ; 
Here afford us, Lord, a taste 
Of our everlasting rest. 

4 May the gospel's joyful sound 
Conquer sinners, comfort saints, 

Make the fruits of grace abound, 
Bring relief to all complaints ; 
Thus let all our worship prove, 
Till we join thy courts above. 

JOHN NEWTON. 

A. D. FILLMORE. 



-. 


, 1 1 


V 1 1 






V 1 


f O 


1 


-' 


-H T 


J 


1 


fl 








i i 




P 




* K 


J 


J . 


^ 1 


4 












j 


i 


J 


f 


f7^^ 


A J _/ 


m . 


% 1 


j 1 


















i 


! 


4 * 


__] 


* * 


g) 1 


pL 


V 


j 




J 




; 1 


sJ ** 

eadf ) 
ead; I 


fGlo - ry, glo - ry to our King! Crowns un-fad - ing wreathe h-'< J' 
|Je - sus is the name we sing Je - sus, ris - en "from the d 

m m m m ~> -. - d \ \ 


p\ 


, 9 


i 












9 


j 


j 




i 




t-*\.\ 


-1 i 




1 1 1 




J_ 




t 




1 


[^ 


-H 


v 


4 * f 


-+ 


-P 


-1 fi 1 








i i 


& 


-H 


^ . 


1 V 

\ h 


1 

n ' 


1 


N 




n 




' 




\J . 


' J J 


m J * 


^ M 


-rj 1 


J 




f 








i 








^ . 4 


\ * 




O \ 


I 


^ 






i *! 


J j 


. 




rnr 








\ 1 


i 












i * 






(MJ 


* . * 


9 


9 * 


O I 


y 


p 






* j 




! ! 






*/ 


Je - sus, Vic - tor of the grave ; Je - sus, m: 


ght - y now to 

r ' ' 


save. 


"\* 


i * n 


2 


EA 












^ 




J J 


/T7 II 


! 


* r r 


r * 


w 


r 1 




.> 













r II 


S ] 


[;.._- 


, , 


... _ . 


1 








' i: 






lo II 



152 



HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK. 



DTC. 7s. 6 1, 

n tt 5 i 


CONRAD KOCHER. 


v -m"> "^ i 


J j 




1 




^ 8 


i 






i i 


rm * /< -* * * i * 


1 J 


j - 


4 




i 


ivy 42 5 J 2 - _/ 


^1 . 1 


2 





J -r ._ 


j i 


/ r *'-' w 

/As with gladness men of old Did the guid-ing 
\ As with joy they hailed its light, Lead-ing on-ward, 

ti IL "ft" "p" "ft" "K" A ^r> ^ ._ 


star be- hold ; \ 
beaming bright ; j" 


rvTt ft * f i r F i - 5 


^ i r 




r r 


r i* 


i 


J*ri|.tf 4 '-ml ! 


1 W 


L 


U 





i 


-^ tf r < 


1 i 


P 


r r ' 




i 


1T 4 _ i 


1 




r 




XJ 1 


n 'tt ft i i i 


j ^ ' r 




i ' 


i ^i 


r 


v wt 1 " J ' J 








J d" 


1 Bl 


&u t " *^ J _I ^ 


5^1 i 


1 




* i 


II 


m " i *1 






*\ 




^ II 


K m ' m a J 


~ ^ ^. i i * 


R *L 




r 1 


II 


So, most gracious Lord, may we Ev - er-more be 

^t J ^f J r J - '- - - 


"~1 

led to 




JV 

thee. 


^fl-fl p f 


1^ 




i p- 


f f 




tt '-- ' 


- 


p 


rfzrtz 







As "WITH gladness men of old 
Did the guiding star behold ; 
As with joy they hailed its light, 
Leading onward, beaming bright ; 
So, most gracious Lord, may we 
Evermore be led to thee. 

2 As with joyful steps they sped, 
Saviour, to thy manger bed, 
There to bend the knee before 
Thee, whom heaven and earth adore ; 
So may we with wLling feet 
Ever seek the mercy-seat. 

5 As they offered gifts most rare 
At thy cradle, rude and bare ; 
So may we, with holy joy, 
Pure and free from sin's alloy, 
All our costliest treasures bring, 
Christ, to thee our heavenly King. 

4 Blessed Jesus, every day 
Keep us hi the narrow way ; 
And, when earthly things are past, 
Bring our ransomed souls at last 
Where they need no star to guide, 
,-* Where no clouds thy glory hide. 

W. C. Ttix. 

462 

GLORY, glory to our King ! 

Crowns unfading wreathe his head ! 
Jesus is the name we sing 

Jesus, ris6n from the dead : 
Jesus, Victor of the grave ; 
Jesus, mighty now to save. 



2 Now behold him high enthroned, 
Glory beaming from his face, 

By adoring angels owned 

God of holiness and grace. 
O for hearts and tongues to sing, 
Glory, glory to our King ! 

3 Jesus, on thy people shine ; 
Warm our hearts and tune pur tongues, 

That with angels we may join 

Share their bliss, and swell their songs. 
Glory, honor, praise, and power, 
Lord, be thine for evermore ! 

M r* Q THOMAS KELLY. 

IF 'TIS sweet to mingle where 
Christians meet for social prayer ; 
If 'tis sweet with them to raise 
Songs of holy joy and praise, 
Passing sweet that state must be 
Where they meet eternally. 

2 Saviour, may these meetings prove 
Antepasts to that above ; 
While we worship in this place, 
May we go from grace to grace, 
Till we each, in his degree, 
Fit for endless glory be. 

404 UNKNOWN. . 

GLORY be to God on high 
God, whose glory fills the sky! 
Glory to the Lamb be given 
Glory in the highest heaven ! 
Wisdom, riches, praise, and power. 
Be to God for evermore ! 
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465 

ANGELS, roll the rock away ; 
Death, yield up thy mighty prey : 
See, the Saviour leaves the tomb, 
Glowing with immortal bloom. 
Hark ! the wondering angels raise 
Louder notes of joyful praise : 
Let the earth's remotest bound 
Echo with the blissful sound. 



AEIMATHEA. 7s, Witt 





2 Now, ye saints, lift up your eyes ; 
See him high in glory rise : 
Eanks of angels, on the road, 
Hail him the incarnate God. 
Heaven unfolds its portals wide : 
See the Conqueror through them ride 
King of glory, mount thy throne 

Boundless empire is thine own. 

THOMAS SCOT*. 

C. F. R. 
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Morning breaks upon the tonYb-, Jesus dissipates its gloom; Day of triumph through the skies- 




See the glorious Saviour rise. Hal - le-lu-jah ! hal-le-lu-jah ! See the glorious Saviour rise. 
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466 

MORNING breaks upon the tomb; 
'Jesus dissipates its gloom ; 
Day of triumph through the skies 
See the glorious Saviour rise. 

Hallelujah ! hallelujah ! 

See the glorious Saviour rise. 

2 Drive your anxious cares away ; 
See the place where Jesus lay ; 



By permission of F. J. Huntington t Co. 

Ye, who are of death afraid, 
Triumph in the scattered shade : 

Hallelujah ! hallelujah ! 

Triumph in the scattered shade. 
B Christians., dry your flowing tears ; 
Chase those unbelieving fears : 
Look on his deserted grave ; 
Doubt no more his power to save : 

Hallelujah ! hallelujah ! 

Doubt no more his power to save. 

W. B. COLLYER. 
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HASTEN, Lord, the glorious time, 

When, beneath Messiah's sway, 
Every nation, every clime, 

Shall the.gospel call obey. 
Mightiest kings his power shall own, 

Heathen tribes his name adore ; 
Satan and his host, o'erthrown, 

Bound in chains, shall hurt no more, 

2 Then shall wars and tumults cease, 

Then be banished grief and pain ; 
Bighteouaness, and joy, and peace, 

Undisturbed shall ever reign. 
Bless we, then, our gracious Lord ; 

Ever praise his glorious name ; 
All his mighty acts record, 

All his wondrous love proclaim. 

HARRIET AUBER. 

468 

PEACE ! the welcome sound proclaim ; 
Dwell with rapture on the theme ; 
Loud, still louder swell the strain- 
Peace on earth, good-will to men ! 
Breezes, whispering soft and low, 
Gently murmur, as ye blow, 
Now, when war and discord cease, 
Praises to the God of peace. 

2 Ocean's hillows, far and wide 
Rolling in majestic pride, 
Loud, still louder swell the strain : 
Peace on earth, good-will to men ! 



Vocal songsters of the grove, 
Sweetly chant in notes of love, 
Now, when war and discord cease, 
Praises to the God of peace. 

_ UNKNOWN. 

469 

THOU who roll'st the year around, 

Crowned with mercies large and free, 
Rich thy gifts to us abound, 

Warm our praise shall rise to thee. 
Kindly to our worship bow, 

While our grateful thanks we tell, 
That, sustained by thee, we now 

Bid the parting year farewell. 

2 All its numbered days are sped, 
All its busy scenes are o'er, 

All its joys forever fled, 
All its sorrows felt no more. 

Mingled with th' eternal past, 
Its remembrance shall decay 

Yet to be revived at last 
At the solemn judgment-day. 

3 All our follies, Lord, forgive ; 

. Cleanse us from each guilty stain ; 
Let thy grace within us live, 

That we spend not years in vain. 
Then, when life's last eve shall come, 

Happy spirits, may we fly 
To our everlasting home, 

To our Father's house on high. 

RAY PALMKB- 
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470 

BRETHREN, while we sojourn here, 
Fight we must, but should not fear; 
Foes we have, but we've a Friend, 
One that loves us to the end. 
Forward, then, with courage go : 
Long we shall not dwell below ; 
Soon the joyful news will come, 
" Child, your Father calls : come home." 

2 In the way a thousand snares 
Lie, to take us unawares ; 
Satan, with malicious art, 
Watches each unguarded part; 

HOLLIJKJSIDE. 7s. D. 



But from Satan's malice free, 
Saints shall soon victorious be; 
Soon the joyful news will come, 
"Child, your Father calls: come home. 1 ' 

3 But of all the foes we meet, 
None so oft mislead our feet- 
None betray us into sin 
Like the foes that dwell within. 
Yet let nothing spoil our peace : 
Christ shall also conquer these ; 
Soon the joyful news will come, 
"Child, your Father calls: come home." 

J. SWAIN. 
J. B. DYKES. 
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WHO are these in bright array, 

This exulting happy throng, 
Round the altar night and day, 

Hymning one triumphant song ? 
"Worthy is the Lamb once slain, 

Blessing, honor, glory, power, 
Wisdom, riches, to obtain, 

New dominion every hour." 

2 These through fiery trials trod ; 
These from great affliction came; 

Now, before the throne of God, 
Sealed with his almighty name, 

Clad in raiment pure and white, 
Victor-palms in every hand, 

Through their great Redeemer's might, 
More thancon-quer-ors they stand. 

3 Hunger, thirst, disease unknown, 
On immortal fruits they feed; 

Them the Lamb, amidst the throne, 
Shall to living fountains lead; 

Joy and gladness banish sighs, 
Perfect love dispels all fears; 

And forever from then- eyes 
God shall wipe away the tears. 

J. MONTGOMERY. 

4.72 

JESUS, merciful and mild,. 
Lead me as a helpless child : 
On no other arm but thine 
. Would my weary soul recline ; 



Thou art ready to forgive, 
Thou canst bid the sinner live : 
Guide the wanderer, day by day, 
In the strait and narrow way. 

2 Thou canst fit me, by thy grace 
For the heavenly dwelling-place: 
All thy promises are sure, 
Ever shall thy love endure. 
Then what more could I desire? 
How to greater bliss aspire? 
All I need, in thee I see; 
Thou art all in all to me. 

THOS. HASTINGS. 

473 

THINE forever God of love, 
Hear us from thy throne above 
Thine forever may we be, 
Here and in eternity. 
Thine forever Lord of life, 
Shield us through our earthly strife i 
Thou, the Life, the Truth, the Way, 
Guide us to the realms of day. 

2 Thine forever Saviour, keep 
These thy frail and trembling sheep; 
Safe alone beneath thy care, 
Let us all thy goodness share. 
Thine forever thou our Guide, 
All our wants by thee supplied, 
All our sins by thee forgiven, 
Lead us, Lord, from earth to heaven. 
MRS. MARY F. MAUDE. 
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IN HEAVENLY love abiding, 

No change my heart shall fear ; 
And safe is such confiding, 

For nothing changes here. 
The storm may roar without me, 

My heart may low be laid, 
But God is round about me 

And can I be dismayed ? 

2 Wherever he may guide me, 
No want shall turn me back ; 

My Shepherd is beside me, 
And nothing can I lack. 

His wisdom ever waketh, 
His sight is never dim ; 

He knows the way he taketh, 
And I will walk with him. 

3 Green pastures are before me, 
Which yet I have not seen ; 

Bright skies will soon be o'er me, 
Where the dark clouds have been. 



My hope I can not measure, 

My path to life is free ; 
My Saviour has my treasure, 

And he will walk with me. 

ANNA L. WARING. 



GOD is my strong salvation : 

What foe have I to fear? 
In darkness and temptation, 

My light, my help, is near. 
Though hosts encamp around me, 

Firm in the fight I stand : 
What terror can confound me, 

With God at my right hand ? 

2 Place on the Lord reliance ; 

My soul, with courage wait ; 
His truth be thine affiance 

When faint and desolate. 
His might thy heart shall strengthen, 

His 'love thy joy increase ; 
Mercy thy days shall lengthen ; 

The Lord will give thee peace. 

J. MONTGOMERY. 
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JERUSALEM, the golden, 
With milk and honey blest, 

Beneath thy contemplation 
(Sink heart and voice oppressed. 

1 know not, O I know not, 
What social joys are there, 

What radiancy of glory, 
What light beyond compare. 

2 They stand, those halls of Zion, 
All jubilant with song, 

And bright with many an angel, 
And all the martyr throng ; 

The Prince is ever in them, 
The daylight is serene; 

The pastures of the blessed 
Are decked in glorious sheen. 

3 There is the throne of David ; 
And there, from care released, 

The song of them that triumph, 
The shout of them that feast; 



And they who, with their Leader, 
Have conquered in the fight, 

Forever and forever 
Are clad in robes of white. 

J\~f-r J- M. NEALE, tr. 



E HAVE no home but heaven ; 

A pilgrim's garb we wear ; 
Our path is marked by changes, 

And strewed with many a care ; 
Surrounded with temptation, 

By varied ills oppressed, 
Each day's experience warns us 

That this is not our rest 

2 We have no home but heaven 

We want no home beside : 
O God, our Friend and Father, 

Our footsteps thither guide ; 
Unfold to us its glory, 

Prepare us for its joy, 
Its pure and perfect friendship, 

Its angel-like employ. 

UNKNOWN. 
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MISSIOUAET HYMff, ?E & 6s. D. 



LOWELL MASON. 
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FROM Greenland's icy mountains, 

From India's coral strand ; 
Where Afric's sunny fountains 

Roll down their golden sand ; 
From many an ancient river, 

From many a palmy plain, 
They call us to deliver 

Their land from error's chain. 

2 What though the spicy breezes 

Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle 
Though every prospect pleases, 

And only man is vile ! 
In vain, with lavish kindness, 

The gifts of God are strown ; 
The heathen, in their blindness, 

Bow down to wood and stone. 



MENDEBRAS. 7s & 6s. D. 



3. Shall we r whose souls are lighted 

By wisdom from on high 
Shall we, to man benighted, 

The lamp of life deny ? 
Salvation ! O salvation ! 

The joyful sound proclaim, 
Till earth's remotest nation 

Has learned Messiah's name. 

4 Waft waft, ye winds, his story; 

And you, ye waters, roll, 
Till, like a sea of glory, 

It spreads from pole to pole; 
Till, o'er our ransomed nature, 

The Lamb, for sinners slain, 
Redeemer, King, Creator, 

In bliss returns to reign. 

R. HEBBR. 

Arr. by LOWELL MASON. 
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MY SAVIOUR, as thou wilt 

may thy will be mine ! 
Into thy hand of love 

1 would my all resign. 
Through sorrow, or through joy, 

Conduct me as thine own, 
And help me still to say, 
My Lord, thy will be done ! 

2 My Saviour, as thou wilt 
If needy here and poor, 

Give me thy people's bread, 
Their portion rich and sure ; 



The manna of thy word, 

Let my soul feed upon. 
And, if all else should fail, 

My Lord, thy will be done ! 

3 My Saviour, as thou wilt: 

If among thorns I go, 
Still sometimes here and there 

Let a few roses blow. 
But thou, on earth, along 

The thorny path hast gone: 
Then lead me after thee ; 

My Lord, thy will be done ! 

JANE BORTHWICK tr. 
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TTATT. to the Lord's anointed, 

Great David's greater Son ! 
Hail, hi the time appointed, 

His reign on earth begun ! 
He comes to break oppression, 

To set the captive free, 
To take away transgression, 

And rule in equity. 

2 He comes, with succor speedy, 
To those who suffer wrong; 

To help the poor and needy, 
And bid the weak be strong ; 

11 



To give them songs for sighing, 
. Their darkness turn to light, 
Whose souls, condemned and dying, 
Were precious in his sight. 

3 He shall come down like showers 

Upon the fruitful earth, 
And love, and joy, like flowers, 

Spring in his path to birth. 
Before him, on the mountains, 

Shall peace, the herald, go, 
And righteousness in fountains 

From hill to valley flow., 
1 J. MONTGOMERY 
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PEEEZ. 8s & 7s, with Hallelujah. 



PEEEZ, 8s & 7s, with Hallelujah, LOWELL &ASOM. 

v . Sun and moon, rejoice before him t 
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PRAISE the Lord ; ye heavens, adore him ; 

Praise him, angels in the height ; 
Sun and moon, rejoice before him ; 

Praise him, all ye stars of light. 

2 Praise the Lord : for he hath spoken ; 

Worlds his mighty voice obeyed ; 
Laws which never shall be broken, 

For their guidance he hath made. 



SKENE. 8s, 7s & 4. 




3 Praise the Lord : for he is glorious ; 
Never shall his promise fail ; 

God hath made his saints victorious ; 
Sin and death shall not prevail. 

4 Praise the God of our salvation : 
Hosts on high his power proclaim ; 

Heaven and earth, and all creation, 
Laud and magnify his name. 

J. KEMPTHORNE. 
JAS. H. FILLMORE. 
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3 the Lord ; ye saints, adore him ; 
' All unite with one accord ; 
Bring your offerings, come before him 
O praise the Lord ! 

2 Praise the Lord, who every blessing 
On our heads hath richly poured ; 

8ing aloud, his love confessing 
O praise the Lord ! 



3 Praise the Lord! Who would notpraise him? 
He hath us to grace restored : 

To the highest honors raise .him 
O praise the Lord ! 

4 Praise the Lord, your songs excelling 



Worldly music's richest chord ; 
Sing your Saviour's glory telling 
O praise the Lord ! 

i BBNJ. SKKNK. 
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80LNEY. 81 & 7s. 



I. A. P. SCHULZ. 
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PRAISE to thee, thou great Creator ! 

Praise to thee from every tongue ! 
Join, my soul, with every creature ; 

Join the universal song. 

2 Father, Source of all compassion, 
Pure, unbounded grace is thine : 

Hail the God of our salvation ; 
Praise him for his love divine. 

3 For ten thousand blessings given, 
For the hope of future joy, 

Sound his praise thro' earth and heaven, 
Sound Jehovah's praise on high. 

4 Joyfully on earth adore him, 
Till in heaven our song we raise ; 

Then enraptured fall before him, 
Lost in wonder, love, and praise. 

_ J. FAWCETT. 
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WE ARE living, we are dwelling 
In a grand and awful time, 

In an age on ages telling ; 
To be living is sublime. 

ESSEX. 8s & 7s. 



2 Hark the onset } will ye fold your 
Faith-clad arms in lazy lock? 

Up ! O up ! tnou drowsy soldier ; 
Worlds ai-b charging to the shock. 

3 Worlds are charging, heaven beholding; 
Thou hast but an hour to fight; 

Now, the blazoned cross unfolding, 
On ! right onward for the right. 

4 On ! let all the soul within you 
For the truth's sake go abroad ; 

Strike ! let every nerve and sinew 
Tell on ages tell for God ! 
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WORSHIP, honor, glory, blessing, 
Be to him who reigns above; 

Young and old thy name confessing, 
Saviour, let us share thy love. 

2 As the saints in heaven adore thee, 
We would bow before thy throne ; 

As thine angels bow before thee, 
So on earth thy will be done. 

! UNKNOWN. 

THOMAS CLARK. 
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IN THE cross of Christ I glory, 
Towering o'er the wrecks of time ; 

All the light of sacred story 
Gathers round its head sublime. 

-i When the woes of life o'ertake me, 
Hopes deceive, and fears annoy, 

Never shall the cross forsake me ; 
Lo ! it glows with peace and joy. 

3 When the sun of bliss is beaming 
Light and love upon my way, 

From the cross the radiance, streaming, 
Adds more luster to the day. 

4 Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure, 
By the cross are sanctified ; 

Peace is there, that knows no measure, 
Joys that through all time abide. 

J. BOWRING. 

SAKDIS. 8s & 7s, 



487 

CROWN his head with endless blessing, 
Who, in God the Father's name, 

With compassions never ceasing, 
Comes, salvation to proclaim. 

2 Hail, ye saints, who know his fevor, 
Who within his. gates are found 

Hail, ye saints, th' exalted Saviour ; 
Let his courts with praise aboun'd. 

3 Jesus, thee our Saviour hailing ; 
Thee our God in praise we own ; 

Highest honors, never failing, 
Ilise eternal round thy throne. 

4 Now, ye saints, his power confessing, 
In your grateful strains adore ; 

For his mercy, never ceasing, 
Flows and flows for evermore. 

WILLIAM GOODE. 
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SIGHT. 8s&7s. 




Sicilian Melody. 
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ONWARD, Christian, though the region 
Where thou art be drear and lone : 

God has set a guardian legion 
Very near thee : press thou on. 

2 By the thorn-road, and none other, 
Is the mount of vision won ; 

Tread it without shrinking, brother- 
Jesus trod it press thou on. 

3 Be this' world the wiser, stronger, 
For thy life of pain and peace ; 

While it needs thee, O no longer 
Pray thou for thy quick release. 

4 Pray thou, Christian, daily rather, 
That thou be a faithful son ; 

By the prayer of Jesus, " Father, 
Not my -will, but thine, be done." 

4QQ S. JOHNSON. 

PRAISE the Saviour, all ye nations, 
Praise him, all ye hosts above; 

Shout, with joyful acclamations, 
His divine, victorious love. 

2 Be his kingdom now promoted, 
Let the earth her Monarch know ; 

Be my all to him devoted : 
To my Lord my all I owe. 

3 With my substance I will honor 
My Redeemer and my Lord ; 

Were ten thousand worlds my manor, 
All were nothing to his word. 



4 While the heralds of salvation 
His abounding grace proclaim, 

Let his friends of every station 
Gladly join to spread his fame. 

Qf-k BENJ. FRANCIS. 

CAST thy bread upon the waters, 
Thinking not 'tis thrown away : 

God himself saith, thou shalt gather 
It again some future day. 

2 Cast thy bread upon the waters : 
Wildly though the billows roll, 

They but aid thee as thou toilest 
Truth to spread from pole to pole. 

3 As the seed by billows floated, 
To some distant island lone, 

So to human souls benighted, 
That thou flingest may be borne. 

4 Cast thy bread upon the waters. 
Why wilt thou still doubting stand ? 

Bounteous shall God send the harvest, 
If thou sow'st with liberal hand. 

jt f\t J. H. HANAFORD. 

LORD, dismiss us with thy blessing; 

Bid us now depart in peace; 
Still on heavenly manna feeding, 

Let our faith and love increase. 

2 Fill each breast with consolation : 
Up to thee our hearts we raise ; 

When we reach our blissful station, 
Then we'll give thee nobler praise. 

. SMYTH*. 
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SILENTLY the shades of evening 
Gather round my lowly door; 

Silently they bring before me 
Faces I shall see no more. 

2 O the lost, the unforgotten, 
Though the world be oft forgot ! 

O the shrouded and the lonely ! 
In our hearts they perish not ; 

3 Living in the silent hours, 
Where our spirits only blend 

They, unlinked with earthly trouble ; 
We, still hoping for its end. 

4 How such holy memories cluster, 
Like the stars when storms are past ; 

Pointing up to that far heaven 
We may hope to gain at last 

c. c. COXE. 



THOMAS, 8s & 7s. 
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S A vioiJK, breathe an evening blessing, 
Ere repose our spirits seal. 

Sin and want we come confessing: 
Thou canst save, and thou canst heal 

2 Though destruction walk around ua, 
Though the arrows past us fly, 

Angel guards from thee surround us 
We are safe if thou art nigh. 

3 Though the night be dark and dreary 
Darkness can not hide from thee ; 

Thou art he who, never weary, 
Watchest where thy people be. 

4 Should swift death this night o'ertake us, 
And our couch become our tomb, 

May the morn in heaven awake us, 
Clad in bright and deathless bloom. 

f. EDMESTON. 



FRED. A. FILLMOKE. 
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JESUS only, when the morning 
Beams upon the path I tread ; 

Jesus only, when the darkness 
Gathers round my weary head ; 

2 Jesus only, when the billows 
Cold and sullen o'er me roll; 

Jesus only, when the trumpet 
Rends the tomb and wakes the soul; 

3 Jesus only, when, adoring, 
Saints their crowns before him bring ; 

Jesus only, I will, joyous, 
Through eternal ages sing. 

. NASON. 
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HE THAT goeth forth with weeping, 
Bearing precious seed in love, 

Never tiring, never sleeping, 
Findeth mercy from aoove. 

2 Soft descend the dews of heave'n ; 
Bright the rays celestial shine ; 

Precious fruits will thus be given, 
Through the influence all divine. 

3 Sow thy seed ; be never weary ; 
Let no fears thy soul annoy : 

Be the prospect ne'er so dreary, 
Thou shalt reap the fruits of joy. 

4 Lo ! the scene of verdure brightening; 
See the rising grain appear ; 

Look again : the fields are whitening, 
For th harvest-time is near. 

THM. HASTutat. 
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there is, above all others, 
Well deserves the name of Friend; 
TTia is love beyond a brother's, 
Costly, free, and knows no end. 

2 Which of all our friends, to save us, 
Could or would have shed his blood ? 

But our Jesus died to have us 
Reconciled in him to God. 

3 When he lived on earth abase'd, 
Friend of shiners was his name ; 

Now, above all glory raised, 
He rejoices in the same. 

4 O for grace our hearts to soften ! 
Teach us, Lord, at length, to love; 

We, alas ! forget too often 
Whata Friend we have above. 

J. NEWTON. 
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TAKE my heart, O Father; mold it 

In obedience to thy will ; 
And as ripening years unfold it. 

Keep it true and childlike still. 

2 Father, keep it pure and lowly, 
Strong and brave, yet free from strife 

Turning from the paths unholy 
Of a vain or sinful life. 



3 Ever let thy might surround it; 

Strengthen it with power divine. 
Till thy cords of love have bound it, 

Father, wholly unto thine. 

UNKMOWH. 
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WHILE in sweet communion feeding 
On this earthly bread and wine, 

Saviour, may we see thee bleeding 
On the cross, to make us thine. 

2 Though unseen, now be ihou near us ; 
With the still small voice of love, 

Whispering words of peace to cheer us, 
Every doubt and fear remove. 

3 Bring before us all the story 
Of thy life and death of woe ; 

And, with hopes of endless glory, 
Wean our hearts from all below. 

EDWARD DENNY. 

STEAENS. 8s & 7s. 
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SWEET the moments, rich in blessing, 
Which before the cross we spend, 

Life, and health, and peacepossessing, 
From the shiner's dying Friend. 

2 Here we feel our sins forgiven, 
While upon the Lamb we gaze; 

And our thoughts are all of heaven, 
And our lips o'erflow with praise. 

3 Still in ceaseless contemplation, 
Fix our hearts and eyes on thee, 

Till we taste thy full salvation, 
And, unvailed, thy glories see. 

J. ALLEK. 

JOSEPH MAZZWGHI. 
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ALWAYS with us, always with us 
Words of cheer and words of love ; 

Thus the risen Saviour whispers, 
From his dwelling-place above : 

2 With us when we toil in sadness, 
Sowing much and reaping none, 

Telling us that in the future 
Golden harvests shall be won ; 

WILSON, 8a&7a, 



i 



3 With us when the storm is sweeping 
O'er our pathway dark and drear, 

Waking hope within our bosoms, 
Stilling every anxious fear ; 

4 With us in the lonely valley, 
When we cross the chilling stream-* 

Lighting up the steps to glory 
With salvation's radiant beam. 

E. H. NEVIM. 

MENDELSSOHN. 
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COME, thou long-expected Jesus, 
Born to set thy people free; 

From our fears and sins release us, 
Let us find our rest in thee. 

2 Israel's Strength and Consolation, 
Hope of all the saints thou art; 

Dear Desire of every nation. 
Joy of every longing heart 



3 Born, thy people to deliver, 
Born a child, and yet a King, 

Born to reign in us forever, 
Now thy gracious kingdom bring. 

4 By thine own eternal Spirit, 
Rule in all our hearts alone ; 

By thine all-sufficient merit, 
Boise us to thy glorious throne. 
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FATHER, hear the prayer we offer : 
Not for ease that prayer shall be, 

But for strength, that we may ever 
Live our lives courageously. 

2 Not forever by still waters 
Would we idly quiet stay ; 

But would smite the living fountains 
From the rocks along our way. 

3 Be our strength in hours of weakness; 
In our wanderings, be our guide ; 

Through endeavor, failure, danger, 
Father, be thou at our side. 

ANON. 
DIJON. 8s&7s. 
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LIKE the eagle, upward, onward, 
Let my soul iu faith be borne ; 

Calmly gazing, skyward, sunward, 
Let my eye unshrinking turn. 

2 Where the cross, God's love revealing, 
Sets the fettered spirit free; 

Where it sheds its wondrous healing, 
There, my soul, thy rest shall be. 

3 O may I no longer, dreaming, 
Idly waste my golden day, 

But, each precious hour redeeming, 
Upward, onward, press my way. 

H. BONAR. 
German. 
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HUMBLE souls, who seek salvation 
Through the Lamb's redeeming blood, 

Hear the voice of revelation, 
Tread the path that Jesus trod. 

2 Hear the blest Redeemer call you ; 
Listen to his heavenly voice ; 



MOUNT VEENON. 8s & 7s. 



Dread no ills that can befall you, 
While you make his way your choice. 

3 Plainly here his footsteps tracing, 
Follow him without delay, 

Gladly his command embracing : 
Lo ! your Captain leads the way. 

JOHN FAWCETT. 
LOWELL MASON. 
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SISTER, thou wast mild and lovely, 

Gentle as the summer breeze, 
Pleasant as the air of evening, 

When it floats among the trees. 
2 Peaceful be thy silent slumber 

Peaceful in the grave so low. 
Thou no more wilt join our number ; 

Thou no more our songs shalt know. 



3 Dearest sister, thou hast left us ; 
Here thy loss we deeply feel ; 

But 'tis God that hath bereft us; 
He can all our sorrows heal. 

4 Yet again we hope to meet thee, 
When the day of life is fled ; 

Then in heaven with joy to greet thee, 
Where no farewell tear is shed. 

S. F. SMITH. 
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HEAR what God, the Lord, hath spoken : 

O my people, faint and few, 
Comfortless, afflicted, broken, 

Fair abodes I build for you ; 
Scenes of heartfelt tribulation 

Shall 110 more perplex you- 1 ways ; 
You shall name your walls "Salvation," 

And your gates shall all be "Praise." 

2 There, like streams that feed the garden, 
Pleasures without end shall flow, 

For the Lord, your faith rewarding, 
All his bounty shall bestow. 

LOVE DIVINE. 8s & 7s. D. 
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Still, in undisturbed possession, 
Peace and righteousness shall reign > 

Never shall you feel oppression, 
Hear the voice of war again. 

3 Ye, no more your suns descending, 
Waning moons no more shall see 5 

But, your griefs forever ending, 
Find eternal noon in me. 

God shall rise, and, shining o'er you, 
Change to day the gloom of night; 

He, the Lord, shall be your Glory, 

God, your everlasting Light. 

WM. COWPKR. 

JOHN ZUNDEL. 
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GLORIOUS things of thee are spoken, 

Zion, city of our God ; 
He. whose word can not be broken, 

Formed thee for his own abode. 
On the Rock ofj. Ages founded, 

What can shake, thy sure repose ? 
With salvation's wall surrounded, 

Thou mayest smile at all thy foes. 

K See the streams of living waters, 

Springing from eternal love, 
Well supply thy sons and daughters, 

And all fear of drought remove. 
iiVho can faint, while such a river 

Ever flows their thirst to assuage 
Grace, which, like the Lord, the Giver, 

Never fails from age to age ? 



3 Blest inhabitants of Zion, 
Washed in the Redeemer's blood, 

Jesus, whom their souls rely on, 
Makes them kings and priests to God 

'Tis his love his people raises 
Witt, himself to reign as kings ; 

And, as priests, his solemn praises 
Each for a thank-offering brings. 

4 Saviour, since of Zion's city 

I through grace a member am, 
Let the world deride or pity, 

I will glory in thy name: 
Fading is the worldling's treasure, 

All Ms boasted pomp and show ; 
Solid joy and lasting pleasure 

None but Zion's children know. 

^^^^^ JOHN NEWTON. 
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LOVE divine, all love excelling, 

Joy of heaven, to earth come down, 
Fix in us thy humble dwelling, 

All thy faithful mercies crown. 
Jesus, thou art all compassion, 

Pure, unbounded love thou art: 
Visit us with thy salvation, 

Enter every trembling heart. 

2 Breathe, O breathe thy loving Spirit 

Into every troubled breast ; 
Let us all in thee inherit, 

Let us find the promised rest. 
Take away the love of sinning, 

Take our load of guilt away ; 
JEnd the work of thy beginning 

Bring us to eternal day. 

CHARLES WESLEY. 
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CALL Jehovah thy salvation, 

Rest beneath th' Almighty's shade ; 
In his secret habitation 

Dwell, and never be dismayed. 
There no tumult shall alarm thee; 

Thou shalt dread no hidden snare. 
Guile nor violence can harm thee, 

In eternal safeguard there. 
2 Since with pure and firm affection 

Thou on God hast set thy love, 
With the wings of his protection 

He will shield thee from above. 
Thou shalt call on him in trouble; 

He will hearken ; he will save ; 
Here for grief reward thee double ; 

Crown with life beyond the grave. 

J. MONTGOMERY. 
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GKNTLY, Lord, O gently lead us 

Through this gloomy vale of tears; 
Through the changes thou'st decreed us, 

Till our last great change appears. 
When temptation's darts assail us, 

When in devious paths \ve stray, 
Let thy goodness never fail us, 

Lead us in thy perfect way. 

2 In the hour of pain and anguish, 
In the hour when death draws near, 

Suffer not our hearts to languish, 
Suffer not our souls to fear. 

Let thy promise to be near us 
Fill our hearts with joy and peace ; 

May thy presence sweetly cheer us, 
Till our conflicts all shall cease. 

3 When this mortal life is ended, 
Bid us in thine arms to rest, 

TilL by angel bands attended, 
We awake among the blest. 

jrhen, O crown us with thy blessing, 

* Through the triumphs of thy grace; 

Then shall praises, never ceasing, 
Echo through thy dwelling-place. 

THOS. HASTINGS. 

511 

HAIL, thou God of grace and glory, 
Who thy name hast magnified, 

Sy redemption's wondrous story, 
"By the Saviour crucified ! 



Thanks to thee for every blessing, 
Flowing from the Fount of love ; 

Thanks for present good unceasing, 
And for hopes of bliss above. 

2 Bind thy people, Lord, in union. 

With the sevenfold cord of love; 
Breathe a spirit of communion 

With the glorious hosts above; 
Let thy work be seen progressing ; 

Bow each heart, and bend each knee, 
Till the world, thy truth possessing, 

Celebrates its jubilee. 

T. W. AVELING. 
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EARTHLY joys no longer please us ; 

Here would we renounce them all, 
Seek our only rest in Jesus, 

Him our Lord and Master call. 
Faith, our languid spirits cheering, 

Points to brighter worlds above ; 
Bids us look for his appearing, 

Bids us triumph in his love. 

2 May our lights be always burning t 

And our loins be girded round, 
Waiting for our Lord's returning, 

Longing for the welcome sound. 
Thus the Christian life adorning, 

Never will we be afraid, 
Should he come at night or morning, 

Early dawn or evening shade. 

C. L. FOKD. 
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ONLY waiting till the shadows 

Are a little longer grown ; 
Only waiting till the glimmer 

Of the day's last beam is flown ; 
Till the night of earth is faded 

From the heart once full of day ; 
Till the stars of heaven are breaking 

Through the twilight soft and gray. 

2 Only waiting till the reapers 
Have the last sheaf gathered home ; 

For the summer-time is faded, 
And the autumn winds have come. 

Quickly j reapers, gather quickly 
The last ripe hours of my heart ; 

For the bloom of life is withered, 
And I hasten to depart. 

3 Only waiting till the shadows 
Are a little longer grown ; 

Only waiting till the glimmer 
Of the day's last beam is flown ; 

Then, from out the gathered darkness, 
Holy, deathless stars shall rise, 

By whose light my soul shall gladly 
Tread its pathway to the skies. 

MRS. F. L. MACE. 
FABEN. 8s&7s. D. 
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THEY are goingonly going 

Jesus called them long ago; 
All the wintry time they 're passing. 

Softly as the falling snow. 
When the violets, in the spring-time, 

Catch the azure of the sky, 
They are carried out to slumber 

Sweetly where the violets lie. 

2 They are going only going 
When with summer earth is dressed, 

In their cold hands holding roses 
Folded to each silent breast ; 

When the autumn hangs red banners 
Out above the harvest sheaves, 

They are going ever going 
Thick and fast, like falling leaves. 

3 Little hearts forever stainless, 
Little hands as pure as they, 

Little feet by angels guided, 

Never a forbidden way 
They are going, ever going, 

Leaving many a lonely spot ; 
But 'tis Jesus who has called them * 

Suffer and forbid them not. 

J. H. WlLCOX. 
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O HOW kindly hast thou led me, 

Heavenly Father, day by day ; 
Found my dwelling, clothed and fed me, 

Furnished friends to cheer my way ! 
Didst thou bless me, didst thou chasten, 

With thy smile or with thy rod, 
'Twas that still my step might hasten 

Homeward, heavenward, to my God. 

OTIDAlfCE. 8s & 7s. -D. 



2 O how slowly have I often 

Followed where thy hand would draw! 
How thy kindness failed to soften ! 

How thy chastening failed to awe I 
Make me for thy rest more ready, 

As thy path is longer trod ; 
Keep me in thy friendship steady, 

Till thou call me home, my God. 

GRINFIELD. 
FLOTOW. 
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LOBD, with glowing heart I'll praise thee 

For the bliss thy love bestows ; 
For the pardoning grace that saves me, 

And the peace that from it flows, 
Help, O Lord, my weak endeavor : 

This dull soul to rapture raise ; 
Thou must light the flame, or never 

Can my love be warmed to praise, 

2 Praise, my soul, the God that sought thee, 
Wretched wanderer, far astray, 

Found thee lost, and kindly brought thee 
From the path of death away ; 

Praise, with love's devoutest feeling, 
Him who saw thy guilt-born fear, 

And, the light of hope revealing, 
Bade the blood-stained cross appear. 

3 Lord, this bosom's ardent feeling 
Vainly would my lips express ; 

Low before thy footstool kneeling, 
Deign thy suppliant's prayer to bless ; 

Let thy grace, my soul's chief treasure, 
Love's pure flame within me raise ; 

And since words can never measure, 
Let my life show forth thy praise. 
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TAKE me, O my Father, take me 
Take me, save me, through thy Son ; 

That which thou wouldst have me, make me ; 
Let thy will in me be done. 

12 



Long from thee my footsteps straying, 
Thorny proved the way I trod ; 

Weary come I now, and praying 
Take me to thy love, my God. 

2 Fruitless years with grief recalling, 
Humbly I confess my sin ; 

At thy feet, O Father, falling, 
To thy household take me in. 

Freely now to thee I proffer 
This relenting heart of mine; 

Freely, life and soul I offer, 
Gift unworthy love like thine. 

3 Once the world's Redeemer, dying, 
Bore our sins upon the tree ; 

On that sacrifice relying, 
Now I look in hope to thee. 

Father, take me ! all forgiving, 
Fold me to thy loving breast: 

In thy love forever living, 
I must be forever blest. 
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PRAISE the God of all creation ; 
Praise the Father's boundless love ; 
Praise the Lamb, our expiation 

Priest and King, enthroned above; 
Praise the Author of salvation 

Him by whom our spirits live; 
Undivided adoration 

To the one Jehovah give. 

UNKNOWN, 
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THE angels that watched round the tomb, 

Where low the Redeemer was laid, 
When deep in mortality's gloom 

He hid for a season his head ; 
That vailed their fair face while he slept, 

And ceased their sweet harps to employ, 
Have witnessed his rising, and swept 

The chords with the triumphs of joy. 

2 You saints, who once languished below> 

But long since have entered your rest, 
I pant to be glorified too, 

To lean on Immanuel's breast. 
The grave in which Jesus was laid 

Has buried my guilt and my fears ; 
And while I contemplate its shade, 

The light of his presence appears. 

DEFLEUBY: 8s. D. 



3 O sweet is the season of rest, 
When life's weary journey is done r 

The blush that spreads over its west, 
The last lingering ray of its sun ! 

Though dreary the empire of night, 
I soon shall emerge from its gloonL- 

And see immortality's light 
Arise on the shades of the tomb. 

4 Then welcome the last rending sighs, 
When these aching heart-strings shall break ; 

When death shall extinguish these eyes, 
And moisten with dew the pale cheek. 

No terror the prospect begets 
I am not mortality's slave ; 

The sunbeam of life, as it sets, 
Paints a rainbow of peace o'er the grave. 

WM. B. COLLYER. 

German. 
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How shall I my Saviour set forth ? 

How shall I his beauties declare ? 
O how shall I speak of his worth, 

Or what his chief dignities are? 
His angels can never express, 

Nor saints who sit nearest his throne, 
How rich are his treasures of grace 

No, this is a secret unknown. 

2 In him. all the fullness of God 
Forever transcendently shines; 

Though once like a mortal he stood, 
To finish his gracious designs. 



Though once he was nailed to the cross, 
Vile rebels like me to set free, 

His glory sustained no loss, 
Eternal his kingdom shall be. 

3 O sinners, believe and adore 

This Saviour, so rich to redeem : 
No creature can ever explore 

The treasures of goodness in him. 
Come, all you who see yourselves lost. 

And feel yourselves burdened with sin, 
Draw near, while with terror you're tossed; 

Obey, and your peace shall begin. 

MAXWELL. 
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MY GRACIOUS Redeemer I love ; 

His praises aloud I'll proclaim, 
And join with the armies above, 

To shout his adorable name. 
To gaze on his glories divine 

Shall be my eternal employ, 
And feel them incessantly shine, 

My boundless, ineffable joy. 



2 You palaces, scepters and crowns, 

Your pride with disdain I survey ; 
Your pomps are but shadows and sounds^ 

And pass in a moment away. 
The crown that my Saviour bestows 

Yon permanent sun shall outshine; 
My joy everlastingly flows 

My God, my Redeemer, is mine. 

B. FKAMCW. 
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GOD is hi his holy temple: 
All the earth keep silence here; 

Worship him in truth and spirit, 
Reverence him with godly fear. 

Holy, holy, 
Lord of hosts, our Lord, appear. 

ZION. 8s, 7s & 4s. 



2 God in Christ reveals his presence, 
Throned upon the mercy-seat: 

Saints, rejoice! and sinners, tremble! 
Each prepare his God to meet ; 

Lowly, lowly, 
Bow adoring at his feet. 

3 Hail him here with songs of praiser, 
Him with prayers of faith sur- 
round ; 

Hearken to his glorious gospel, 
While the preacher's lips ex- 
pound : 
Blessed, blesse'd, 

They who know the joyful sound. 
J. MONTGOMERY. 

THOS. HASTINGS. 
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HABK ! ten thousand harps and voices 
Sound the note of praise above ; 

Jesus reigns, and heaven rejoices 
Jesus reigns, the God of love. 

3ee, he sits on yonder throne ; 

lesus rules the world alone. 
Hallelujah ! hallelujah ! 
Jesus rules the world alone. 

2 Jesus, hail ! whose glory brightens 
All above, and gives it worth : 

Lord of life, thy smile enlightens, 
Cheers, and charms thy saints on earth; 

When we think of love like thine, 

Lord, we own it love divine. 
Hallelujah ! hallelujah ! 
Lord, we own it love divine. 



3 King of glory, reign forever 
Thine an everlasting crown: 

Nothing from thy love shall sever 

Those whom thou hast made thine own ; 
Happy objects of thy grace, 
Destined to behold thy face. 
Hallelujah ! hallelujah ! 
Destined to behold thy face. 

4 Saviour, hasten thine appearing ; 
Bring, O bring the glorious day, 

When, the awful summons hearing, 
Heaven and earth shall pass away 
Then, with golden harps, we'll sing, 
" Glory, glory to our King ! " 
Hallelujah ! hallelujah ! 
Glory, glory to our King ! 

THOS. KELLY. 
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ON THE mountain's top appearing, 

Lo ! the sacred herald stands, 
Welcome news to Zion bearing 

Zion, long in hostile lands. 
Mourning captive, 

God himself will loose thy bands. 
2 Has thy night been long and mournful? 

Have thy friends unfaithful proved ? 
Have thy foes been proud and scornful, 

By thy sighs and tears unmoved? 
Cease thy mourning : 

Zion still is well beloved. 



3 God, thy God, will now restore thee 
He himself appears thy Friend ; 

All thy foes shall flee before thee ; 
Here their boasts and triumphs end ; 

Great deliverance 
Zion's King will surely send. 

4 Peace and joy shall now attend thee; 
All thy warfare now be past ; 

God, thy Saviour, will defend thee; 
Vic-tx>-ry is thine at last ; 

All thy conflicts 
End in everlasting rest. 

Tim. KBLUT. 
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LOOK, ye saints : the sight is glorious- 
See the Man of Sorrows now 

From the fight returned victorious : 
Every knee to him shall bow. 

Crown him, crown him : 
Crowns become the Victor's brow. 

3 Crown the Saviour, angels, crown him ! 

Rich the trophies Jesus brings : 
In the seat of power enthrone him, 

While the heavenly concert rings ; 
Crown him, crown him : 

Crown the Saviour King of kings. 

MABT01T. 8s. 7s & 4s. 



3 Sinners in derision crowned him, 
Mocking thus the Saviour's claim ; 

Saints and angels, crowd around him, 
Own his title, praise his name ; 

Crown him, crown him ; 
Spread abroad the Victor's name. 

4 Hark, those bursts of acclamation ! 
Hark, those loud, triumphant chords 

Jesus takes the highest station : 
' O what joy the sight affords ! 

Crown him, crown him 
King of kings, and Lord of lords. 

THOS. KELLY. 
ANON. 
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2 It is finished : O what pleasure 
Bo these precious words afford ! 

Heavenly blessings without measure 
Flow to us from Christ the Lord. 

It is finished : 
Saints, the dying words record. 



3 Finished all the types and shadows 

Of the ceremonial law ! 
Finished all that God had promised I 

Death and hell no more shall awe 
It is finished : 

Saints, from this your comfort draw. 

J. EVANS. 
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O'ER the gloomy hills of darkness, 
Look, my soul ; be still and gaze : 

All the promises do travail 
"With a glorious day of grace. 

Blessed jubilee, 
Let thy glorious morning dawn. 

2 Let the Indian, let the negro, 
Let the rude barbarian see 

That divine and glorious conquest 
Once obtained on Calvary ; 

Let the gospel 
Loud resound from pole to pole. 



B Kingdoms wide that sit in darkness, 
Grant them, Lord, the glorious light. 

And from eastern coast to western 
May the morning chase the night, 

And redemption, 
Freely purchased, win the day. 

4 Fly abroad, thou mighty gospel[ 
Win and conquer, never cease; 

May thy lasting, wide dominion 
Multiply and still increase. 

Sway thy scepter, 
Saviour, all the world around. 

W. WILLIAMS. 
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\ I am weak, but thou art might-y : Hold me with thy powerful hand; 
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GUIDE me, O thou great Jehovah,- 
Pilgrim through this barren land : 

1 am weak, but thou art mighty : 
Hold me with thy powerful hand; 

Bread of heaven, 
Feed me till I want no more. 

2 Open thou the crystal fountain 
Whence the healing waters flow; 

Let the fiery, cloudy pillar 
Lead me all my journey through ; 

Strong Deliverer, 
Be thou still my strength and shield. 

3 When I tread the verge of Jordan, 
Bid my anxious fears subside ; 

Bear me through the swelling current, 
Land me safe on Canaan's side : 

Songs of praises 
I will ever give to thee. 

W. WILLIAMS. 
SQUAEE, 8s, 7s & 4s, 
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PRAISE, my soul, the King of heav.en 
To his feet thy tribute bring; 

Ransomed, healed, restored, forgiven. 
Who like thee his praise should sing? 

Praise him, praise him, 
Praise the everlasting King. 

2 Praise him for his grace and favor 
To our fathers in distress ; 

Praise him, still the same forevei, 
Slow to chide and swift to bless.* 

Praise him, praise him, 
Glorious in his faithfulness. 

3 Father-like he tends and spares us; 
Well our feeble frame he knows ; 

In his hands he gently bears us 
Rescues us from all our foes : 

Praise him, praise him, 
Widely as his mercy flows. 

H. F. LYT. 
HENRY SMART. 
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LORD, dismiss us with thy blessing, 
Fill our hearts with joy and peace ; 

Let us each, thy love possessing, 
Triumph in redeeming grace ; 
O refresh us, - 

Traveling through this wilderness. 

2 Thanks we give, and adoration, 
For the gospel's joyful sound : 

May the fruits of thy salvation 
In our hearts and lives abound ; 

May thy presence 
With us evermore be found. 

5 So, whene'er the signal's given 
Us from earth to call away, 

Borne on angels' wings to heaven, 
Glad the summons to obey, 

May we, ready, 
Rise and reign in endless day. 
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YES, we trust the day is breaking, 

Joyful times are near at hand ; 
Clod, the mighty God, is speaking 

1 By his word, in every land. 
Mark his progress : 

'I Darkness flies at his command. 

2 While the foe becomes more daring, 
While he "enters like a flood," 

God the Saviour is preparing 
Means to spread his truth abroad ; 

Every language 
Soon shall tell the love of God. 



3 God of Jacob, high and glorious, 

Let thy people see thy hand ; 
Let ths gospel be victorious 
TLi ough the world, in every land; 

L-eA *he idols 
Pci'bl\ Lord, at thy command. 

THOS. KELLY. 

Lo 1 HE semes, with clouds descending, 
Onci for favored sinners slain ; 

Thousand thousand saints attending, 
Swell the triumph of his train. 

Hallelujah! 
Jesus now shall ever reign. 

2 Every eye shall now behold him 
Robed in dreadful majesty ; 

Those who set at naught and sold him, 
Pierced and nailed him to the tree, 

Deeply wailing, 
Shall the true Messiah see. 

3 Every island, sea, and mountain, 
Heaven and earth, shall flee away; 

All who hate him, must, confounded, 
Hear the trump proclaim the day : 

Come to judgment ; 
Come to judgment, come away. 

4 Now redemption, long expected, 
See in solemn pomp appear : 

All his saints, by man rejected, 
Now shall meet him in the air. 

Hallelujah ! 
See the day of Go(i appear. 

CHARLES WMLBT. 
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JESUS wept : those tears are over, 
But his heart is still the same ; 

Kinsman, Friend, and Elder Brother, 
Is his everlasting name. 

Saviour, who can love like thee, 

Gracious One of Bethany ? 

2 When the pangs of trial seize us, 
When the waves of sorrow roll, 

I will lay my head on Jesus 
Pillow of the troubled soul. 

Truly, none can feel like thee, 

Weeping One of Bethany. 



IOWA. 8s. 



3 Jesus wept, and still, in glory, 
He can mark each mourner's tear- 
Living to retrace the story 

Of the hearts he solaced here. 
Lord, when I am called to die, 
Let me think of Bethany. 

4 Jesus wept : that tear of sorrow 
Is a legacy of love ; 

Yesterday, to-day, to-morrow, 

He the same shall ever prove 
Thou art all in all to me, 
Living One of Bethany. 

EDWARD DENHY. 

A. O. FILLMORK. 
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NIGHT, with ebon pinion, 

Brooded o'er the vale ; 
All around was silent, 

Save the night-wind's wail, 
When Christ, the Man of Sorrows, 

In tears and sweat and blood, 
Prostrate in the garden, 

Raised his voice to God. 

2 Smitten for offenses 
Which were not his own, 

He, for our transgressions, 
Had to weep alone ; 



No friend with words to comfort, 
Nor hand to help was there, 

When the Meek and Lowly 
Humbly bowed in prayer. 

3 Abba, Father, Father, 

If indeed it may, 
Let this cup of anguish 

Pass from me, I pray. 
Yet, if it must be suffered 

By me, thine only Sou, 
Abba, Father, Father, 

Let thy will be done. 

L. H. JAMESOM. 
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WE SPEAK of the realms of the blest, 
That country so bright and so fair, 

And oft are its glories confessed : 
But what must it be to be there ! 

2 We speak of its pathways of gold, 
Of its walls decked with jewels so rare, 

Of its wonders and pleasures untold : 
But what must it be to be there! 

S We speak of its freedom from sin, 
From sorrow, temptation and care, 



From trials without and within : 
But what must it be to be there 

4 We speak of its service of love, 
The robes which the glorified wear, 

The Church of the First-born above : 
But what must it be to be there '. 

5 O Lord, in this valley of woe, 
Our spirits for heaven prepare ; 

Then shortly we also shall know 
And feel what it is to be there. 

Mts. E. MILLS. 
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HERE, O my Lord, I see thee face to face ; 

Here would I touch and handle things unseen ; 
Here grasp with firmer hand th' eternal grace, 

And all my weariness upon thee lean. 

2 Here would I feed upon the bread of God ; 
Here drink with thee the royal wine of heaven ; 

Here would I lay aside each earthly load, 
Here taste afresh the calm of sin forgiven. 

3 Too soon we rise ; the symbols disappear ; 

The feast, though not the love, is passed and gone; 
The bread and wine remove, but thou art here 
Nearer than ever still my Shield and Sun. 

- 4 Feast after feast thus comes and passes by ; 

Yet, passing, points to the glad feast above 
Giving sweet foretaste of the festal joy, 
The Lamb's great bridal feast of bliss and love. 

HORATIUS BONAR. 

MT. BLANC. P. M. J- J- HUSBAND. 
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ABIDE with me : fast falls the eventide ; 
The darkness deepens : Lord, with me abide ; 
When other helpers fail, and comforts flee, 
Help of the helpless, O abide with me. 

2 Swift to its close ebbs out life's little day: 
Earth's joys grow dim, its glories pass away 
Change and decay in all around I see : 

O thou who changest not, abide with me. 

3 I need thy presence every passing hour : 
What but thy grace can foil the tempter's power? 
Who, like thyself, my guide and stay can be? 
Through cloud and sunshine, O abide with me. 

4 Hold thou thy cross before my closing eyes ; 
Shine through the gloom, and point me to the skies : 
Heaven's morning breaks, and earth's vain shadows flee : 
In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me. 

H. F. LYTE. 
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WE ABE on our journey home, 
Where Christ, our Lord, is gone ; 

We shall meet around his throne, 
When he makes his people one, 
In the new Jerusalem. 

2 We can see that distant home, 
Though clouds rise dark between ; 

Faith views the radiant dome, 
And a luster flashes keen 
From the new Jerusalem. 



3 O holy, heavenly home ! 
O rest eternal there ! 

When shall the exiles come 
Where they cease from earthly care, 
4 In the new Jerusalem ? 

4 Our hearts are breaking now 
Those mansions fair to see: 

O Lord, thy heavens bow, 
And raise us up with thee 
To the new Jerusalem. 

CKAXLKS BESCHBK. 
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HAIL to the brightness of Zion's glad morning ! 

Joy to the lands that in darkness have lain ! 
Hushed be the accents of sorrow and mourning: 

Zion in triumph begins her mild reign. 

2 Hail to the brightness of Zion's glad morning, 
Long by the prophets of Israel foretold ! 

Hail to the millions from bondage returning ! 
Gentiles and Jews, the blest vision behold. 

3 Lo! in the desert rich flowers are springing; 
Streams ever copious are gliding along ; 

Loud from, the mountain-tops echoes are ringing ; 
Wastes rise in verdure and mingle in song. 

4 See from all lands from the isles of the ocean- 
Praise to Jehovah ascending on high ; 

Fall'n are the engines of war and commotion, 
Shouts of salvation are rending the sky. 

THOS. HASTINGS. 
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THOUGH troubles assail and dangers affright, 
Though friends should all fail, and foes all unite ; 
Yet one thing secures us, whatever betide, 
The Scripture assures us, the Lord will provide. 

2 The birds, without barn or store-house are fed: 
From them let us learn to trust for our bread ; 
His saints what is fitting shall ne'er be denied, 
So long as 'tis written, the Lord will provide. 

3 We may, like the ships, by tempests be tossed 
On perilous deeps, but can not be lost ; 
Though Satan enrages the wind aod the tide, 
The promise engages, the Lord will provide. 

4 His call we obey, like Abram of old, 

Not knowing our way, but faith makes us bold ; 
For though we are strangers, we have a good Guide, 
And trust, in all dangers, the Lord will provide. 

, JOHN NEWTON. 
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1 WOULD not live always; I ask not to stay 
Where storm after storm rises dark o'er the way ; 
The few cloudy mornings that dawn on us here 
Are enough for life's woes } Ml enough for its cheer. 

2 I would not live always ; no, welcome the tomb ! 
Since Jesus has lain there, I dread not its gloom ; 
There sweet be my /est, till he bid me arise, 

To hail him in triumph descending the skies. 

3 Who, who would live always, away from his God, 
Away from yon heav6n, that blissful abode, 

Where the rivers of pleasure flow o'er the bright plains, 
And the noontide of glory eternally reigns ; 

4 Where the saints of all ages in harmony meet, 
Their Saviour and brethren transported t> greet ; 
While the anthems of rapture unceasingly roll, 
Aad the smile of the Lord is the feast of the soul ? 
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SLEEP thy last sleep, free from care and sorrow ; 
Best, where none weep, till th' eternal morrow : 
Though dark waves roll o'er the silent river, 
Thy fainting soul Jesus can deliver. 

2 Life's dream is past, all its sin, its sadness ; 
Brightly at last dawns a day of gladness : 
Under the sod, earth, receive pur treasure, 
To rest in God, waiting all his pleasure. 

3 Though we may mourn those in life the dearest, 
They shall return, Christ, when thou appearest ; 
Soon shall thy voice comfort those now weeping, 
Bidding rejoice all in Jesus sleeping. 

E. A. DAYMAN. 
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THOU art gone to the grave, but we will not deplore thee, 
Though sorrows and darkness encompass the tomb; 

The Saviour has passed through its portals before thee, 
And the lamp of his love is thy guide through the gloom. 

2 Thou art gone to the grave ; we no longer behold thee, 
Nor tread the rough paths of the world by thy side ; 

But the wide arms of mercy are spread to enfold thee, 
And sinners may hope, since the Saviour has died. 

3 Thou art gone to the grave, and, its mansion forsaking, 
Perchance thy weak spirit in doubt lingered long ; 

But the sunshine of heaven beamed bright on thy waking, 
And the sound thou didst hear was the seraphim's song. 

4 Thou art gone to the grave, but we will not deplore thee, 
Since God was thy Ransom, thy Guardian, thy Guide ; 

He gave thee, he took thee, and he will restore thee ; 
And death has no sting, since the Saviour has died. R. 
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SILENT night! hallowed night ! 

Land and deep silent sleep ! 
Softly glitters bright Bethlehem's star, 
Beckoning Israel's eye from afar, 

Where the Saviour is born. 

2 SUent night! hallowed night! 
On the plain wakes the strain, 



13 



Sung by heavenly harbingers bright, 
Fraught with tidings of boundless delight 
Christ the Saviour has come. 

3 Silent night ! hallowed night ! 

Earth awake, silence break ; 
High your anthems of melody raise. 
Heaven and earth in full chorus of praise: 

Peace forever shall reign. 

UNKNOWN. 
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[To other tune, Jo. Coo.J 

ROCK of Ages, cleft for me, 

Let me hide myself in thee ; 

Let the water and the blood, 

From thy riven side which flowed, 

Be of sin the double cure, 

Cleanse me from its guilt and power. 

2 Not the labor of my hands 
Can fulfill the law's demands ; 
Could my zeal no respite know, 
Could my tears forever flow, 
All for sin could not atone ; 
Thou must save, and thou alone. 

3 While I draw this fleeting breath, 
When my heart-strings break in death, 
When I soar to worlds unknown, 
See thee on thy judgment throne, 
Bock of Ages, cleft for me, 

Let me hide myself in thee. 

A. M. TOPLADY. 
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" TILL he come : " O let the words 
Linger on the trembling chords; 
Let the little while between 
In their golden light be seen ; 
Let us think how heaven and home 
Lie beyond that " Till he come." 

2 When the weary ones we love 
Enter on their rest above, 
Seems the earth so poor and vast, 
All our life-joy overcast? 

Hush ! be every murmur dumb : 
It is only" Till he come." 

3 See, the feast of love is spread : 
Drink the wine, and break the bread- 
Sweet memorials till the Lord 
Call us round his heavenly board- 
Some from earth, from glory some, 
Severed only" Till he come." 

E. H. BlCKKRSTKTH. 
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LEAD, kindly Light ! amid th' encircling gloov.. 

Lead thou me on. 
The night is dark, and I am far from home : 

Lead thou me on. 

Keep thou rny feet : I do not ask to see 
The distant scene ; one step enough for me. 

2 I was not ever thus, nor prayed that thou 

Shouldst lead me on. 
I loved to choose and see my path ; but now 

Lead thou me on. 

I loved the garish day, and, spite of fears, 
Pride ruled my will. Remember not past year* 

3 So long thy power has blest me, sure it still 

Will lead me on, 
O'er moor and fen, o'er, crag and torrent, till 

The night is gone, 

And with the morn those angel faces smile 
Which I have loved long since, and lost awhile. 

J. H. NEWMAN. 
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FADING, STILL FADING. P. M., with Befrain. Scotch Song. 
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FADING, still fading, the last beam is shining ; 
Father in heaven, the day is declining: 
Safety and innocence flee with the light, 
Temptation and danger walk forth with the night. 
From the fall of the shade till the morning bells chime, 
Shield us from danger, keep us from crime. REF. 

2 Father in heaven, O hear when we call ; 

Hear, for Christ's sake, who is Saviour of all. 

Feeble and fainting, we trust in thy might ; 

In doubting and darkness thy love be our light ; 

Let us sleep on thy breast while the night taper burns, 

Wake in thine arms when morning returns. BEF, 

SELINA HUNTINGTOM. 
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BEJOIGE AND BE GLAD. P. M., with Refrain. 
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/ Sonnd his praises, tell the sto - ry Of him who was slain: He li"-etb a -gain 
I Sonnd his praises, tell with gladness, (For last verse.) He coix-eth a - gain 



f First -verse in the music.] 

2 Kejoice and be glad : for the blood has been shed ; 
Redemption is finished, the price has been paid. 

3 Rejoice and be glad : for the Lamb that was slain, 
O'er death is triumphant, and liveth again. 

4 Rejoice and be glad : for our King is on high ; 
He pleadeth for us on his throne in the sky. 

5 Rejoice and be glad : for he cometh again 
He cometh in glory, the Lamb that was slain. 

H. BONAR. 
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WE PRAISE thee, O God, for the Son of thy love, 
For Jesus who died, and is now gone above. 

2 We praise thee, O God, for thy Spirit of light, 

Who has shown us our Saviour, and scattered our night. 

3 All glory and praise to the Lamb that was slain, 
Who has borne all our sins, and has cleansed every stain ! 

4 All glory and praise to the God of all grace, 

Who has -bought us, and sought us, and guided our ways! 

5 Revive us again ; fill each heart with thy love; 
May each soul be rekindled with fire from above. 

W P. MACKBT. 
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HE LEADETH me : O blessed thought ! 
O words with heavenly comfort fraught! 
Whate'er I do, where'er I be, 
Still, 'tis God's hand that leadeth me. REF. 

2 Sometimes 'mid scenes of deepest gloom, 
Sometimes where Eden's bowers bloom, 
By waters still, o'er troubled sea 
Still, 'tis God's hand that leadeth me. REP. 

S Lord, I would clasp thy hand in mine, 
Nor ever murmur or repine; 
Content, whatever lot I see, 
Since 'tis my God that leadeth me. REF. 

4 And when my task on earth is done, 
When by thy grace the victory's won, 
E'en death's cold wave I will not flee, 
Since God thro' Jordan leadeth me. REF. 

J. H. GlLMORE. 



Copyright to " Golden Ccn-," 18H 
Used bj per. Biglow & Main. 



THE Lord himself doth condescend 
To be my Shepherd and my Friend ; 
I on his faithfulness rely, 
His care shall all my wants supply. 



In pastures green he doth me lead. 
And there in safety makes me feed ; 
Refreshing streams are ever nigh, 
My thirsty soul to satisfy. 

2 When strayed, or languid, I complain, 
His grace revives my soul again ; 
For his name's sake in ways upright 
He makes me walk with great delight 
Yea, when death's gloomy vale I tread, 
With joy, e'en there, I'll lift my headj 
From fear and dread he'll keep me free, 
His rod and staff shall comfort me. 

3 Thou spread'st a table, Lord, for me 
While foes with spite thy goodness see; 
Thou dost my head with oil anoint, 
And a full cup for me appoint. 
Goodness and mercy shall to me, 
Through all my life extended be; 
And when my pilgrimage is o'er, 
I'll dwell with thee for evermore. 



NEW YORK DUTCH REFORMED COLLKCTIOM or 
PSALMS. 
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WM. B. BRADBURY. 
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SWEET hour of prayer, sweet hour of prayer, 
That calls me from a world of care, 
And bids me, at my Father's throne, 
Make all my wants and wishes known ! 
[n seasons of distress and grief 
My soul has often found relief, 
And oft escaped the tempter's snare, 
By thy return, sweet hour of prayer. 

2 Sweet hour of prayer, sweet hour of prayer, 
The joy I feel, the bliss I share 

Of those whose anxious spirits burn 
With strong desires for thy return ! 
With such I hasten to the place 
Where God, my Saviour, shows his face, 
And gladly take my station there, 
And wait for thee, sweet hour of prayer. 

3 Sweet hour of prayer, sweet hour of prayer, 
Thy wings shall my petition bear 

To him whose truth and faithfulness 
Engage the waiting soul to bless ; 
And since he bids me seek his fe,ce, 
Believe his word, and trust his grace, 
I'll cast on him my every care, 
And wait for thee, sweet hour of prayer. 

W. W. WALFORD. 
YOUNG. L.H. D. 



Copjiight in Musiol TiMto," 19ML 
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AND is the gospel peace and love ? 

Such let our conversation be 
The serpent blended with the dove, 

Wisdom and meek simplicity. 
Whene'er the angry passions rise 

And tempt our thoughts or tongues to strife, 
On Jesus let us fix our eyes, 

Bright pattern of the Christian life 

2 O how benevolent and kind ! 
How mild ! how ready to forgive ! 

Be his the temper of our mind, 
And his the rules by which we live 

To do his heavenly Father's will 
Was his employment and delight; 

Humility, and love, and zeal 
Shone through his life divinely bright 

3 Dispensing good where'er he came, 
The labors of his life were love: 

O if we love the Saviour's name, 
Let his divine example move! 
Thy fan* example may we trace, 

To teach us what we ought to be ; 
Make us, by thy transforming grace, 
Lord Jesus, daily more like thee. 

ANNE STBELB. 
Anon. 
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Awake, my soul, to joyful lays, He justly claims a song from me 
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AWAKE, my soul, to joyful lays, 
And sing the great Redeemer's praisp; 
He justly claims a song from me 
His loving kindness, O how free ! 

2 He saw me ruined in the fall. 
Yet loved me, notwithstanding all ; 
He saved me from my lost estate 
His loving kindness, O how great ! 

HAPPY DAY. L. M., with Chorus. 

^ir 



3 Though numerous hosts of mighty foes, 
Though earth and hell my way oppose, 
He safely leads my soul along ; 
His loving kindness, O how strong ! 

4 When trouble, like a gloomy cloud, 
Has gathered thick and thundered loud, 
He near my soul has always stood 
His loving kindness, O how good ! 

SAMUEL MEDLEY 

E. F. RIMBAULT. 
~ CHORUS. 
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O HAPPY day, that fixed my choice 
On thee, my Saviour and my God ! 

Well may this glowing heart rejoice, 
And tell its raptures all abroad. CHO. 



2 O happy bond, that seals my vows 
To him who merits all my love ! 

Let cheerful anthems fill his house, 
While to that sacred shrine I move. CHO. 



3 'Tis done, the great transaction's done; 
I am my Lord's and he is mine; 

He drew me, and I followed on, 

Charmed to confess the voice divine. CHO. 

4 Now rest, my long-divided heart, 
Fixed on this blissful center, rest; 

Here have I found a nobler part, 
Here heavenly pleasures fill my breast CHO. 

PHILIP DODDI 
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JUST as I am, without one plea, 
But that thy blood was shed for me, 
And that thou bidd'st me come to thee, 
O Lamb of God, I come, I come. 

2 Just as I am, and waiting not 
To rid my soul of one dark blot; 
To thee, whose blood can cleanse each spot, 

O Lamb of God, I come, I come. 
? Just as I am, though tossed about 
With many a conflict, many a doubt; 
With fears within, and foes without 

O Lamb of God, I come, I come. 



EETEEAT. L. M, 



Bj permission of Bijlow & Main. 



4 Just as I am, poor, wretched, blind, 
Sight, riches, healing of the mind, 
Yea, all I need, in thee to find 

O Lamb of God, I come, I come. 

5 Just as I am thou wilt receive, 
Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve 
Because thy promise I believe 

O Lamb of God, I come, I come. 

6 Just as I am thy love unknown, 
Has broken every barrier down ; 
Now to be thine, yea, thine alone, 

O Lamb of God, I come, I come. 

CHARLOTTE ELLIOTT, 
THOS. HASTINGS. 
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*^ ** ** [First verse in the music.] 

2 There is a place where Jesus sheds 
The oil of gladness on our heads 
A place than all besides more sweet; 
It is the blood-bought mercy-seat. 

3. There is a scene where spirits blend, 
Where friend holds fellowship with Mend; 
Though sundered far, by faith they meet 
Around one common mercy-seat. 

4 Ah ! whither could we flee for aid, 
When tempted, desolate, dismayed ; 



Or bow the host of hell defeat, 
Had suffering souls no mercy-sdat? 

5 There, there on eagle wings we 
And sin and sense seem all no more; 
And heaven comes down our souls to greet, 
And glory crowns the mercy-seat. 

6 O let my hand forget her skill, 
My tongue be silent, cold, and still, 
This bounding heai-t forget to beat, 
Ere I forget the mercy-seat. 

H. STOWBU* 
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LIFE is the time to serve the Lord, 
The time t' insure the great reward ; 
And while the lamp holds out to burn, 
O hasten, sinner, to return. 

2 Life is the hour that God has given 
T' escape from hell, and fly to heaven ; 
The day of grace, when mortals may 
Secure the blessings of the day. 

3 Then what my thoughts design to do, 
; My hands, with all your might, pursue : 

Since no device nor work is fouii'd, 
Nor faith, nor hope, beneath the ground. 

4 There are no acts of pardon passed 
In the cold grave to which we haste : 
O may we all receive thy grace, 
And see with joy thy smiling face. 

ISAAC WATTS. 



EOSECEANS. L. M., with Refrain. 
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O DO not let the word depart, 
And close thine eyes against the light/ 

Poor sinner, harden not thine heart: 
Thou wouldst be saved why not to-night '< 

2 To-morrow's sun may never rise, 
To bless thy long deluded sight ; 

This is the time . O then be wise 
Thou wouldst be saved : why not to-night ? 

3 Our G<Jd in pity lingers still, 
And wiltthou thus his love requite? 

Renounce at once thy stubborn will : 
Thou wouldst be saved : whynot to-night? 

4 Our blessed Lord refuses none 
Who would to him their souls unite; 

Believe, obey him, and 'tis done : 
Thou wouldst be saved : why not to-night? 

UNKNOWN. 



J. H. FILLMORE. 
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i THERE stands a Bock, on shores of time, 
That rears to heaven its head sublime; 
That Bock is cleft, and they are blest 
Who find within this cleft a rest. 

CHO. Some buiW their hopes on the 

ever-drifting sand, 
Some on their fame or then- treasure 

or their land ; 

Mine's on the Bock that forever shall stand, 
Jesus, the " Bock of Ages." 



IjpnmiwieB. 



2 That Bock's a cross, its arms outspread, 
Celestial glory bathes its head ; 

To its firm base my all I bring, 
And to the Cross of Ages cling. Oho. 

3 That Rock's a Tower, whose lofty 

height, 

Illumed with heaven's unclouded light, 
Opes wide its gates beneath the dome, 
Where saints find rest with Christ at 

home, Oho. 

-S". S. Journal 
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FOUHTAIN. 0. M. 



Arr. from LOWELL MASON. 
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There is a fountain filled with blood, Drawn from Immanuel's veins ; And sinners, plunged he- 
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neath that flood, Lose all their guilty stains, Lose all their guilty stains, Lose all their guilty stains. 
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O O ^ [First verse in the music.} 

2 The dying thief rejoiced to see 
That fountain in his day ; 

And there have I, as vile as he, 
Washed all my sins away. 

3 O Lamb of God, thy precious blood 
Shall never lose its power, 

Till all the ransomed Church of God 
Be saved, to sin no more. 

REMEMBER ME. G. M., with Refrain. 



4 E'er since by faith I saw the stream 
Thy flowing wounds supply, 

Redeeming love has been my theme, 
And shall be till I die. 

5 And when this lisping, stammering tongu 
Lies silent in the grave, 

Then, in a nobler, sweeter song 
I'll sing thy power to save. 

WM. COWPER. 
ASA HULL. 
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the sin - ner's friend ; As 
re - mem - her me, O 
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Lord, 
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T look to thee: 
re - mem-bar me; 
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O O O [first verse in the music.~[ 

2 Remember thy pure word of grace, 
Remember Calvary ; 

Remember all. thy. promises, 
And then remember me. REF. 

3 Thou mighty Advocate with God, 
I yield myself to thee : 

While thou art sitting on thy throne, 



Copnight,18<!7, by Aw Unit. 



O Lord, remember me, REF. 



f To other tune, No. 26.] 
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4 I own I'm guilty, own I'm vile ; 
Yet thy salvation's free : 

Then in thy all-abounding grace, 

Lord, remember me. REF. 

5 And when I close my eyes in death? 
And creature helps all flee, 

Then, O my great Redeemer, Lord, 

1 pray, remember me. REF. 

RlCHAKD BCRNHAM. 
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MUST Jesus bear the cross alone, 
And all the world go free? 

No; there's a cross for every one, 
And there's a cross for me. 

2 The consecrated cross I'll bear 
Till death shall set me free, 

And then go home my crown to wear 
For there's a crown for me. 

3 Upon the crystal pavement, down 
At Jesus' pierced feet, 

Joyful I'll cast my golden crown, 
And his dear name repeat. 

4 O precious cross ! O glorious crown ! 
O resurrection day ! 

Ye angels, from the stars come down, 
And bear my soul away. 

T. SHEPHERD. ' 
PASSING AW AT. C. 31., with Chorus. 
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RETURN, O wanderer, now return, 
And seek thy Father's face : 

Those new desires which in thee burn 
Were kindled by his'grace. 

2 Return, O wanderer, now return : 
He hears thy humble sigh ; 

He sees thy softened spirit mourn, 
When no one else is nigh. 

3 Return, O wanderer, now return i 
Thy Saviour bids thee live : 

Go to his feet, and grateful learn 
How freely.he'll forgive. 

4 Return, O wanderer, now return, 
And wipe the falling tear : 

Thy Father calls no longer mourn : 
'Tis love invites thee near. 

W. B. COLLYER. 
A. D. FlLLMORE. . 
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NEW CHRISTIAN 



MT.PISGAH, C.M. 



J. C. LOW*Y. 
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AM I a soldier of the cross, 

A follower of the Lamb, 
And shall I fear to own his cause, 

Or blush to speak his name? 

2 Must I be carried to the skies 
On flowery beds of ease, 

While others fought to win the prize, 
And sailed through bloody seas? 

3 Are there no foes for me to face ? 
Must I not stem the flood ? 

Is this vile world a friend to grace, 
To help me on to God? 

i Sure I must fight if I would reign : 
Increase my courage, Lord. 

I'll bear the toil, endure the pain, 
Supported by thy word. 

5 Thy saints, in all this glorious war, 
Shall conquer, though they die ; 

They see the triumph from afar, 
With Faith's discerning eye. 

4 When that illustrious day shall rise, 
And all thine armies shine, 

In robes of victory through the skies, 
The glory shall be thine. 

ISAAC WATTS. 

I'M NOT ashamed to own my Lord, 

Nor to defend his cause ; 
Maintain the honor of his word, 

The glory of his cross. 



2 Jesus, my Lord, I know his name, 
His name is all my trust ; 

Nor will he put my soul to shame, 
Nor let my hope be lost. 

3 Firm as his throne his promise stands, 
And he can well secure 

What I've committed to his hands 
Till the decisive hour. 

4 Then will he own my worthless name 
Before his Father's face, 

And in the New Jerusalem 
Appoint for me a place. 
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YE MEN and angels, witness now: J 
Before the Lord we speak ; 

To him we make our solemn vow 
A vow we dare not break 

2 That, long as life itself shall last, 
Ourselves to Christ we yield ; 

Nor from his cause will we depart, 
Or ever quit the field. 

3 We trust not in our native strength, 
But on his grace rely : 

May he, with our returning wants, 
All needful aid supply. 

4 O - guide our doubtful feet aright, 
And keep us in thy ways ; 

And, while we turn our vows to prayew, 
Turn thou our prayers to praise. 

BENJ. BBDDOMB. 
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D, G. YeS| Jesus died for all mankind : Bless God, salvation's free. 
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[/'VVj^ zwitf ' /A* music.] 

2 Was it for crimes that I had done 
He groaned upon the tree ? 

Amazing pity ! grace unknown ! 
And love beyond degree ! CHO. 

8 Well might the sun in darkness hide, 

And shut his glories in, 
When God's own Son was crucified 

For man the creature's sin. CHO. 

I BELIEVE. C, M., with Refrain, 



4 Thus might I hide my blushing face 
While his dear cross appears, 

Dissolve my heart in thankfulness, 
. And melt mine eyes to tears. CHO. 

5 But drops of grief can ne'er repay 
The debt of love I owe : 

Here, Lord, I give rm 
'Tis all that I can 

ISAAC WATTS. 



myself away- 
do. CHO. 



Anon. 
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stray. 
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I U [First verse in the music.} 

2 Lord, I beUeve ; but gloomy fears 
Sometimes bedim my sight ; 

1 look to thee with prayers and tears, 
And cry for strength and light. REF. 

3 Lord, I believe ; but oft, I know, 
My faith is cold and weak : 
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My weakness strengthen, and bestow 
The confidence I seek. REF. 

4 Yes, I believe ; and only thou 

Canst give my soul relief: 
Lord, to thy truth my spirit bow ; 

" Help thou mine unbelief." REF, 

J. R. WKBTOKD. 



NEW CHRISTIAN 
WHEEE'EE THOU GOEST, G. M,, with Chorus. 



T. . HALL. 
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Wher-e'er thou goes c 1 will go : Dear Saviour, lead the way: Just where, or how, I do not know, 

D. Si Where'er thon goest I will go, 




But thou'lt aqt lead a-stray. Wher-e'er thou goest I will go, Hear thee I'll keep each day j 
Through all life's weary wa,y, 
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WHERE'ER thou goest I will go : 
Dear Saviour, lead the way : 

Just where, or how, I do not know,. 
But thou'lt not lead astray. CHO. 

2 Where'er thou goest I will go, 
Though up the mountain steep ; 

A faithful Guide thou art, I know, 
So close to thee I'll keep. CHO. 

OOWPEE. 0. M. 



Copyright, 1879, by Asa Hull. 



3 Where'er thou goest I will go, 
Though in some lonely dell ; 

Thou wilt be there how sweet to know, 
And cheerless hours dispel. CHO. 

4 Where'er thou goest I will go, 
Through all my life's rough way; 

And, at its end, I'll pass, I know, 
Into an endless day. CHO. 

T. v E. HALL. 
LOWEEL MASON. 
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O WHAT amazing words of grace 

Are in the gospel found, 
Suited to every sinner's case 

Who hears the joyful sound ! 

2 Come, then, with all your wants and wounds, 

Your every burden bring ; 
Here love, unchanging love, abounds 

A deep, celestial spring. 



3 This spring with living water flows, 
And heavenly joy imparts: 

Come, thirsty souls, your wants disclose, 
And drink with thankful hearts. 

4 Millions o'f sinners, vile as you, 
Have here found life and peace : 

Come, then, and prove its virtues, 
And drink, adore, and bless. 
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T. C. O'KANE. 



IL 




I N 














r 


1 _. - 


"0 ft 't 


^ 




4 * 














j 


J 1 ^1 




j 




*\ - 


' 


^ 




| 




.. 


J \ 


a i 


3 sz \ 









J M 




^ 






j 


M 


3 3 


* i 


' % 1 


\> 1 7 ^f ^ 






9 , 








2 


- ! 


- P__ 


* rf> 




& | 


/ ' - . 

I. On 
a. O'er 

I 


Jor-dan's storm-y 
all those wide - ex - 

p * p "T" 


banks I stand, And cast a wish - ful 
tend-ed plains Shines one e - ter - nal 

f- -P- -P- .??-*-*- 


eye 
day; 


C^\*1Tj4 - * 




-P ' P f- 


p- 




-4 




Fk- 


F 




-P- 2 1 


^/*1T A 




-\ a 


' T 


h 




* P 


* 


* 1 P 


--IP 9 


p 


~ ' 1 
















r 




i i 






1 


It 


I 




N 


I 






i 






1 n 








fl 




> * 


. J 






i 


ii 


j r 




i I 









{ 


.*, 






i 






A J 


! ^ 


1 




M 




J 


-J 






j * 


J 


J 


t ~ * * J 


A \ 



















2 


p 


V * 


^ _ 


! I 


To Ca-naan' 
There God, th 

! . .'<t_ 


fair 
Sun, 

p 


and 
for 


V W 

hap- py 
ev - er 

' 


land, Where 
reigns, And 

^^> A 


r p 

my pos - ses - sions lie. 
scat - ters night a - way. 

"f~ m * ^ - 









|0 














f 




r i 




r 
















p 


L L 






S Tl | 






V 








p 


j p 


r 


r r r 


p 


















r 




i 






.- U . 1 


f. Ji CHORUS. 


k 






r 


K 


1 


S 


IN 


K 
^ J^ 


V tr k. 


h 


- 


-- 


p 


t^ P 




(^ ^ 


_P 


g 


1^ 


^^ ^ 





A. P 


J' 


J j 


J m 


^ * 






* 




n * 






rm * 


*, 




2 S 




f 






I 




J 


j 4 . 






1 




-* 








9 


* 


f 


* 




* 9 


r J 
We 


* 
will 


rest in the fair and hap-py 
f f ** + * * 


b 

land, (by 
f f 


gr 

and by,) Just a - cross on the 

{p P "* *' 1 ^ 


p 


p 




p b 


, . 







p 


w 


r r 


u r IP 





^ 


IP 






r r 


L 


r 




A i j 


\J 


1 L' 


^ r IT 




* 1 


pf" 


y 




L 


'- b 


y. 










^ 1 1 W- 


^ p 


'1 


















|i/ 


rj 


J W 


M, V 


,\ 


s 


- 1 
















U* r 


^* 




. 


t 




m 






I 












. 


S p 


P J 


w^pk 


* 




J 


J 




f 


J 




S S 


J - 


_N 


J 




-0 




-Z 


-jf 






1- 


-4 





-0 * 1 


L-5-ft 


-J J 


ev 

tp 


- er 


- 


green 

-f 


shor 
ev - 
J0-*- 


M 

s . 


* 


\~ 


* . 

Sing the 
re, 

P * 


song of Mo - ses and the 

f f '* * * 


er - 


green shi 


-P-- 


M 




P 


, P 


1 P- 


* f* 


r r 


| 


P r \ 


Tl n 






r 










T 


[j 






r (^ n 


"V" 


y 




i 






r 




__b 


ry 


L 




y ' 


















^ 






U 


^ I 


n tt I 
















i 




V 










j 


s 











j 


P Pi. 












T ' 


- 4 






J 




4 i 


s ^ 


K 


u 


[W^i J 






J 


*. 






m * 




4 


5-f-s h- 




^~ HI 








* 








9 




j ( 


Lamb, 


9 9 

by and by, 

m - 


- - . 
And dwell with Je - sus ev - 

f - - **- 


V ^r* T 

er - more, 
i 










i 






E. 










II 


*Tr t 






J * 








. 






. L L 


L 


II 




















r 






11 














U i , 


_ 


1^, .' II 


b 
Of O [Pirst and second verses in the music. 

8 When shall I reach that happy plai 
And be forever blest ? 
When shall I see my Father's face 
And in his bosom rest? CHO. 


rpermtaiott. " " " " p 

3e, 4 Filled with delight, my raptured sonl 
Would here no longer stay ; 
Though Jordan's waves around me rol 
Fearless I'd launch away. CHO. 
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PUEEB IN HEART. 6s & 4s. D. 



J. H. FlLLMORK. 
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Purer in heart, O God, Help me to be ; May I devote my life Wholly to thee. 

J^UO-^^- 

!, T J | Ln_ tf"" 



i^zgJ 



pp 



\ 



4- 



fete 



* .Lg. ^ s -i $:-& *> * ' &T*&4 s ' &-. " 



B 



Watch thou my wayward feet, Guide me with counsel sweet ; Purer in heart, Help me to be. 

5ifcftt 

J'ff ! H 






574 

PURER in heart, O God, 

Help me to be ; 
May I devote my life 

Wholly to thee. 
Watch thou my wayward feet, 
.Guide me with counsel sweet; 

Purer in heart, 
Help me to be. 

2 Purer in heart, O God, 

Help me to be ; 
Teach me to do thy will 

Most lovingly. 

- MOEE LOVE. 6s & 4s. D. 



Be thou my Friend and Guide, 
Let me with thee abide ; 
Purer in heart, 
Help me to be. 

3 Purer hi heart, O God, 

Help me to be; 
That I thy holy face 

One day may see. 
Keep me from secret sin, 
Reign thou my soul within; 

Purer in heart, 
Help me to be. 

MRS. A. L. DAVISON. 
rt T. E. PERKINS. 
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NEARER, my God, to thee, 

Nearer to thee ; 
E'en though it be a cross 

That raisetb me ! 
Still all my song shall be, 
Nearer, my God, to thee ! 

Nearer to thee ! 

2 Though like the wanderer, 
Daylight all gone, 

Darkness be over me, 

My rest a stone ; 
Yet, in my dreams I'd be 
Nearer, my God, to thee, 

Nearer to thee. 

3 There let the way appear, 
Steps unto heaven ; 

All that thou sendest me, 
In mercy given ; 
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Angels to beckon me 
Nearer, my God, to thee, 
Nearer to thee. 

4 Then, with my waking thoughts 
Bright with thy praise, 

Out of my stony griefe 

Bethel I'll raise ; 
So by my woes to be 
Nearer, my God, to thee, 

Nearer to thee. 

5 Or if, on joyful whig, 
Cleaving the sky, 

Suu/, moon, and stars forgot, 

Upward I fly ; 
Still all my song shall be, 
Nearer, my God, to thee ! 

Nearer to thee ! 

MRS. S. F. ADAMS. 
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MORE love to thee, O Christ, 

More love to thee ! 
Hear thou the prayer I make 

On bended knee : 
This is my earnest plea 
More love, O Christ, to thee ! 

More love to thee ! 
2 Once earthly joy I craved 

Sought peace and rest.* 
Now thee alone I seek : 

Give what is best. 
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This all my prayer shall be 
More love, O Christ, to thee ; 
More love to thee ! 

3 Then shall my latest breath 

Whisper thy praise; 
This be the parting cry 

My heart shall raise 
This still its prayer shall be, 
More love, O Christ, to thee ! 

More love to thee ! 

MRS. E. P. PRKNTIG* 
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2 I need thee every hour : 
Stay thou near by 

Temptations lose their power 
When thou art nigh. BEF. 

DEPENDENCE. 6s&4s. D. 




3 I need thee every hour, 
In joy or pain: 

Come quickly and abide, 
Or life is vain. BEF. 

4 I need thee every hour : 
Teach me thy will, 

And thy rich promises 
In me fulfill. BEF. 

5 i. "d thee every hour, 
Most Holy One : 

O make me thine indeed, 
Thou blessed Son. 

M RS. A NNIB S. HAWKS. 
N. BILLINGS. 
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK. 

OLIVET, 6s & 4s. 71. 
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{Now hear me while I pray ;) 
Take all my guilt a - way; J 



O let me, from this day, Be whol - ly thine. 
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MY FAITH looks up to thee, 
Thou Lamb of Calvary, 

Saviour divine : 
Now hear me while I pray; 
Take all my guilt away ; 
O let me, from this day, 

Be wholly thine. 

2 May thy rich grace impart 
Strength to my fainting heart, 

My zeal inspire ; 
As thou hast died for me, 
O may my love to thee 
Pure, warm, and changeless he 

A living fire. 



3 While life's dark maze I tread, 
And griefs around me spread. 

Be thou my guide; 
Bid darkness turn to day, 
Wipe sorrow's tears away, 
Nor let me ever stray 

From thee aside. 

4 When ends life's transient dream. 
When death's cold, sullen stream 

Shall o'er me roll, 
Blest Saviour, then, in love, 
Fear and distrust remove i 
O bear me safe above 

A ransomed soul. 

RAY PALMER. 
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CLING to the Mighty One, 

Cling in thy grief; 
Cling to the JEoly One, 

He gives relief; 
Cling to the Gracious One, 

Cling in thy pain ; 
Cling to the Faithful One, 

He will sustain. 

2 Cling to the Living One, 
Cling in thy woe ; 

Cling to the Loving One 
Through all below ; 



Cling to the Pardoning One, 

He speaketh peace; 
Cling to the Healing One, 

Anguish shall cease. 

3 Cling to the Bleeding One. 

Cling to his side ; 
Cling to the Risen One, 

In him abide ; 
Cling to the Coming One, 

Hope shall arise ; 
Cling to the Reigning One, 

Joy lights thine eyes. 

HENRY BKNNKTT 
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2 More gratitude give me, 
' More trust in the Lord j 
More pride in his glory, 
More hope in his word ; 
More tears for his sorrows, 
More pain at his grief; 
More meekness in trial, 
More praise for relief. 
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MORE holiness give me, 

More strivings within ; 
More patience in suffering, 

More sorrow for sin ; 
More faith in my Saviour, 

More sense of his care ; 
More joy in his service, 

More purpose in prayer. 

EXOELSIOK. 6s&5s. D. 



3 More purity give me, 

More strength to o'ercome ; 
More freedom from earth-stains, 

More longings for home ; 
More fit for the kingdom, 

More useful I'd he ; 
More blessed and holy, 

More, Saviour, like thee. 

P. P. BLISS. 

S. J. VAIL. 
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK. 



HOW CAN I BUT LOVE HIM? 6s & 5s, with Befrain, 
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There's no friend above him, Poor sinner, for thee. 
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So TETDEB, so precious, 

My Saviour to me ; 
So true and so gracious, 

I've found him to be. REF. 



2 So patient, so kindly 
Toward all of my ways ; 

I blunder so blindly 
He love still repays ; BEF. 

3 Of all friends the fairest 
And truest is he ; 

His love is the rarest 
That ever can be. REF. 

4 His beauty, though bleeding 
And circled with thorns, 

Is then most exceeding, 
For grief him adorns. REF. 

J. E. RANKIN- 



582 

PrjKEByet and purer 

I would be in mind, 
Dearer yet and dearer 

Every duty find ; 
Hoping still, and trusting 

God without a fear, 
Patiently believing 

He will,make afl. clear. 

2 Calmer yet and calmer, 
Trial bear and pain ; 

Surer yet and surer, 
Peace at last to gain ; 



Suffering still and doing, 
To his will resigned, 

And to God subduing 
Heart and will and mind, 

3 Higher yet and higher, 

Out of clouds and night ; 
Nearer yet and nearer, 

Rising to the light ; 
Oft these earnest longings 

Swell within my breast ; 
Yet their inner meaning 

Ne'er can be expressed. 
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SOMETHING FOB JESUS. 6s & 4s. D. 



ROBERT LOWRY. 
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SAVIOUR, thy dying love 

Thou gavest me ; 
Nor should I aught withhold, 

Dear Lord, from thee : 
In love my soul would bow, 
My heart fulfill its vow, 
Some offering bring thee now 

Something for thee. 

2 O'er the blest mercy-seat, 

Pleading for me, 
My feeble faith looks up, 

Jesus, to thee ; 



JESUS, I WILL TEUST THEE. 6s & 5s. D. 



Help me the cross to bear, 
Thy wondrous love declare, 
Some song to raise, or prayer- 
Something for thee. 

3 Give me a faithful heart- 
Likeness to thee 
That each departing day 

Henceforth may see 
Some work of love begun, 
Some deed of kindness done, 
Some wanderer sought and won-" 
Something for thee. 

S. D. PHKLPS. 



J 



^ 



^ft 



J. H. F. 



& 



$w*\tt ai^Tgrfn ^tti^ 



Jesus, I will trust thee, When across my soul, Like a fearful tempest, Doubts and fears shall rolL 



m 



*$ 



Fr j - J iF.HCfif PJ^ 

,| r - |PCh fir 




fcm 



2 



*-N- 



Kit. 



^^-^ ^*^ ' ' C ^TV^ 



I 



-r 

When the tempter cometh, Surely he will flee When I utter, " Je-sus, I am trusting thee ! " 



Et 



m 



216 



HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK. 



VOGEL. 6s 



J. P. POWELL. 
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is mine ; les, I've fonnd i 



Long I was a wanderer Je-sus now is mine ; les, I've fonnd a Saviour, Human and Divine. 




High he lived in glo-iy Low to earth he came; Told the wondrous story, Life in Jesus' name ! 
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3 "I will ne'er forsake thee" 
Thus his promise stands ; 

" In my hands I'll bear thee 
O'er the burning sands." 

Full on him relying, 
"Weakness is my strength; 

Waiting, toiling, dying, 
Heaven is mine at length. 

4 Sweet, so sweet, the service 
Which to him I give : 

Hearken come dear sinner : 
Now my soul doth live. 

Taste the precious Saviour 
Feel the joy Divine ; 

Know the love unbounded : 
Jesus now is mine. 

PETKR Vowii.. 
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LONG I was a wanderer- 
Jesus now is mine; 

Yes, I've found a Saviour, 
Human and Divine. 

High he lived in glory 
Low to earth he came; 

Told the wondrous story, 
Life in Jesus' name. 

2 Equal with the Father- 
Poor like man on earth; 

Mighty as Creator- 
Weak as babes at birth; 

Hated and rejected, 
For our sins to die ; 

Buried, risen, ascended, 
Pleads my cause on high. 
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JESUS, I will trust thee. 

When across my soul, 
Like a fearful tempest, 

Doubts and fears shall roll. 
When the tempter cometh, 

Surely he will flee 
When I utter, "Jesus, 

I am trusting thee ! " 

2 Jesus, I will trust thee ; 

There is none beside ; 
In thine arms of mercy 

I will ever hide ; 



And for my acceptance, 

This my only plea 
Jesus died for sinners, 

Jesus died for me. 

3 Jesus, I will trust thee ; 

Trust thee even now ; 
Trust thee when the death-dew 

Gathers on my brow; 
Trust thee in the sunshine, 

Trust thee in the shade ; 
With thy precious shelter, 

I am not afraid. 

UNKNOWN. 
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O O O [First verse in the music.'] 

2 Though coming weak and vile, 
Thou dost my strength assure ; 

Thou wilt my vileness fully cleanse, 
And make my conscience pure. 

3 'Tis Jesus calls me on 
To perfect faith and love, 

Toperfect hope and peace and trust, 
For earth and heaven above. 

OAK. 6s & 4s. D. 



By permission. 



4 'Tis Jesus who confirms 
The blessed work within, 

By adding grace to welcomed grace, 
Where reigned the power of sin. 

5 And he assurance gives 
To loyal hearts and true, 

That every promise is fulfilled 
To those who hear and do. 

L. HARTSOUCM. 

LOWELL MASON, alt. 
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK. 

SEARER MY HOME. S. M., with Chorus, 




J.M. EVANS. 
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Nearermy home to-day; Yes, nearer my home in heaven to-day Than eve'r I've been before. 
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A CKOWN of glory bright, 

By eyes of faith I see, 
In realms of uncreated light, 

Laid up hi heaven for me. CHO. 

2 O may I faithful prove, . 

And keep that crown hi view , 
Sustained by faith and hope and love, 

My heavenward way pursue. CHO. 



3 Jesus, be thou my guide ; 
My every step attend ; 

By day and night, be near my side, 
And keep me to the end. CHO. 

4 Be thou my hiding-place, 
My ever-present guard ; 

And help me, by thy sovereign graca 
To reach my great reward. 

Arr. by L. H. JAMESON. 
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I'M BUT a stranger here, 

Heaven is my home ; 
Earth is a desert drear, 

Heaven is my home ; 
Danger and sorrow stand 
Round me on every hand; 
Heaven is my father-land 

Heaven is my home. 

2 What though the tempest rage ! 

Heaven is my home ; 
Ihort is my pilgrimage, 

Heaven is my home. 



And time's wild wintry blast 
Soon will be overpast ; 
I shall reach home at last 
Heaven is my home. 

3 There, at my Saviour's side- 
Heaven is my home 

I shall be glorified; 
Heaven is my home, 

There with the good and blest, 

Those I loved most and best, 

I shall forever rest 
Heaven is ray home. 

\\ R. TAYLOR. 
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1 HEAR the Saviour say, 

Thy strength indeed is small : 
Come to me I'll be thy stay ; 
Find in me thine all in all. CHO. 

2 For nothing good have I 
Whereby thy grace to claim 

Jesus died my soul to save, 
And blessed be his name. CHO. 

SPEEE, 6s. 



3 When from my dying bed 
My ransomed soul shall rise, 

" Jesus died my soul to save," 
Shall rend the vaulted skies. CHO, 

4 And when, before the throne, 
I stand in bim complete, 

"Jesus died my soul to save," 
My lips shall still repeat. 

MRS. E. M. HALL, alt. 

J. H. FlLLMORB. 
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I BRING my sins to thee, 
The sins I can not count, 

That all may cleansed be 
In thy once opened fount 

1 bring them, Saviour, all to thee; 
The burden is too great for me. 

2 I bring my grief to thee, 
The grief I can not tell ; 

No words shall needed be, 

Thou knowest all so well 
I bring the sorrow laid on me, 
O suffering Saviour, all to thee. 



3 My joys to thee I bring, 
The joys thy love has given, 

That each may be a wing 

To lift me nearer heaven 
I bring them, Saviour, all to thee, 
Who hast procured them all for me. 

4 My life I bring to thee ; 

I would not be my own : 
O Saviour, let me be 

Thine ever, thine alone 
My heart, my life, my all I bring 
To thee, my Saviour and myKingi 

Miss. F. R. HAVERGAL. 



591 

MY SPIRIT longs for thee 
Within my troubled breast* 

Though I unworthy be 
Of so divine a Guest. 

2 Of so divine a Guest 
Unworthy though I be, 

Yet has my heart no rest 
Unless it come from tbee. 



3 Unless it come from thee, 
In vain I look around ; 

In all that I can see 
No rest is to be found. 

4 No rest is to be found 
But in thy blessed love : 

O let my wish be crowned, 
And send it from above. 

JOHN BYKOM. 
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21, the disobedient child, 
Wayward, passionate and wild ; 
I, who left my Father's home, 
In forbidden ways to roam ; 

3 I, who spurned his loving hold ; 
I, who would not be controlled ; 
I, who would not hear his call ; 
I, the willful prodigal 

WHITER THAN SNOW. 7s, mth Befrain. 
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4 To my Father can I go? 
At his feet myself I'll throw ; 
In his house there yet may be 
Place a servant's place for me. 

5 See ! my Father waiting stands- 
See ! he reaches out his hands : 
God is love ; I know, I see, 
Love for me yes, even me. 

S. LONGFELLOW.. 
K. SHAW Arr. by J. H. R. 
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I am sinful ; Lord, to thee Ift my anguish I would flee : To the fountain let me go. 
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Make me whiter than the snow. Whiter than the snow, Whiter than the snow. 
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\First verse in 

2 Blind and lost, I call for aid : 
Let thy hand on me be laid 
Thou alone canst, Lord, I know, 
<tfake me whiter than the snow, RBF. 



B Cleanse me in thy precious blood, 
Love's pure, crimson.^ streaming flood-, 
Robes of brightness, Lord bestow. 
Make me whiter than the snow. REP. 
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4 Will you not his grace receive ? 
Will you still refuse to live ? 
O you dying sinners, why- 
Why wUl you forever die? 

CHARLES WESLEY. 

7 Tis religion that can give 
Sweetest pleasure while we live ; 
'Tis religion must supply 
Solid comfort when we die. 

2 After death, its joys will be 
Lasting as eternity ; 
Be the living God my friend, 
Then my bliss shall never end. 

UNKNOWN. 
LOWELL MASON. 
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SINNERS, turn why will you die? 
God, your Maker, asks you why ; 
God, who did your being give, 
Made you with himself to live. 

2 Sinners, turn why will you die ? 
Christ, your Saviour, asks you why- 
He who did your souls retrieve, 

He who died that you might live. 

3 Will you let him die hi vain ? 
Crucify your Lord again ? 

Why, you ransomed sinners, why 
Will you slight his grace and die? 

AMOY. 6s&4s, 
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To-day the Saviour calls, Ye wanderers, come : O ye benighted souls, Why longer roam? 
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TO-DAY the Saviour calls, 
Ye wanderers, come: 

O ye benighted souls, 
Why longer roam? 

2 To-day the Saviour calls : 

O hear him now ; 
Within these sacred walls 

To JMUB bow. 



3 To-day the Saviour calls : 
For refuge fly 

The storm of vengeance falls, 
And death is nigh. 

4 The Saviour calls to-day : 
Yield to his power ; 

O grieve him not away \ 
'Tis mercy's hour. 

S F S 
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COMING TO THE OEOSS. 7s, with Befrain. 



Wii. G. FISCHEK. 
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Befi I am trusting, Lord, in thee, Blest Lamb of Cal-va - ry ; Humbly at thy cross I bow, 
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I AM coming to the cross ; 

I am poor and weak and blind ; 
I am counting all but dross ; 

I shall full salvation find. REF. 



GUILE, 7s. D. 
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2 Long my heart has sighed for thee, 
Long has evil reigned within ; 

Now thy message comes to me, 
1 ' I will cleanse thee from all sin." REF. 

3 Here I give my all to thee, 
Friends and time and earthly store, 

Soul and body, thine to be 
Wholly thine for evermore. REF- 

4 Gladly I accept thy grace; 
Gladly I obey thy word ; 

All thy promises embrace, 
O my Saviour and my Lord ! REF 

W. McDoNALD, alt. 

M. M. WELLS. 

Fin, 



& 



m 



? 



& 



at 



? r " r 

f Bless-ed Je - sus, faith - ful Guide, Ev - er near the Christian's side, 

\ Gen - tly lead us by the hand, Pil - grims in a des - ert land. 

D. C. Whispering softly, Wanderer, come ; Fol - low me : I'll guide thee home, 
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2 Ever present, truest Friend, 
Ever near, thine aid to lend, 
Leave us not to doubt and fear, 
Groping on in darkness drear ; 
When the storms are raging sore, 
Hearts grow faint and hopes give o'er, 
Whisper softly. Wanderer, come ; 
Follow me : I'll guide thee home. 



3 When our days of toil shall cease, 
Waiting still for sweet release, 
Nothing left but heaven and prayer, 
Wondering if our names are there, 
Wading deep the dismal flood, 
Pleading naught but Jesus' blood, 
Whisper softly, Wanderer, come ; 
Follow me: I'll guide thee home. 

M M. Wiu*. * 
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SING them over again to me, 

Wonderful words of life ; 
Let me more of their beauty see, 

Wonderful words of life : 
Words of life and beauty, 
Teach me faith and duty 

Beautiful words, wonderful words, 

Wonderful words of life. 

2 Christ, the blessed One gives to all, 



All so freely giv6n, 
Wooing us to heaveii 

Beautiful words, wonderful words 

Wonderful words of life. 

3 Sweetly echo the gospel call, 



Wonderful words of life : 
Sinner, list. to the loving call, 
Wonderful words of life. 

15 



Wonderful words of life : 
Jesus, only Saviour, 



Sanctify forever, 

Beautiful words, wonderful words 
Wonderful words of life. 

P P BMW. 
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BOCK of Ages, cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in thee ; 
Let the water and the blood, 
From thy riven side which flowed, 
Be of sin the double cure 
Cleanse me from its guilt and power. 

2 Not the labor of my hands 
Can fulfill the law's demands ; 
Could my zeal no respite know, 
Could my tears forever flow, 
All for sin could not atone 
Thou must save, and thou alone. 



3 Nothing in my hand I bring ; 
Simply to thy cross I cling ; 
Naked, come to thee for dress; 
Helpless, look to thee for grace ; 
Foul, I to the fountain fly : 
Wash me, Saviour, or I die. 

4 While I draw this fleeting breath, 
When my heart-strings break in death, 
When I soar to worlds unknown, 
See thee on thy judgment throne, 
Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 

Let me hide myself in thee. 

A. M. T.OFLADY. 
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\First verse in the music, ,] 

2 As a mother stills her child, * 
Thou canst hush the ocean wild ; 
Boisterous waves obey thy will 
When thou say'st to them, " Be still ! " 
Wondrous Sovereign of the sea, 
Jesus, Saviour, pilot me. 



3 When, at last, I near the shore, 
And the fearful breakers roar 
'Twixt me and the peaceful rest, 
Then, while leaning on thy breast 
May I hear thee say to me, 

not: i will pilot thee! r ' 

E. 
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FROM the cross, uplifted high, 
Where the Saviour deigns to die, 
What melodious sounds we hear, 
Bursting on the ravished ear ! 
Love's redeeming work is done : 
Come, and welcome, sinner, come. 

2 Seated on his glorious throne, 
Now he makes our cause his own ; 
Offers pardon through his blood, 
Joy of heart, and peace with God. 
Bow the knee, embrace the Son ; 
Come, and welcome, sinner, come. 

3 Spread for thee, the festal board, 
See, with richest dainties stored ; 
To thy Father's bosom pressed, 
Yet again a child confessed, 
Never from his house to roam, 
Come, and welcome, sinner, come. 

4 Soon the days of life shall end ; 
Lo ! I come, your Saviour, Friend, 
Safe your spirit to convey 

To the realms of endless day : 

Up to my eternal home, 

Come, and welcome, sinner, come. 

T. HAWEIS 
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JESUS, Lamb of God, for me 
Thou, the Lord of life, didst die : 

Whither whither, but to thee, 
Can a trembling sinner fly? 

Death's dark waters o'er me roll : 

Save, O save my sinking soul. 



2 All my soul, by love subdued, 
Melts in deep contrition there ; 

By thy mighty grace renewed, 

New-born hope forbids despair. 
Lord, thou canst my guilt forgive ; 
Thou hast bid me look and live. 

3 While with broken heart I kneel, 
Sinks the inward storm to rest ; 

Life, immortal life, I feel 

Kindled in my throbbing breast ; 
Thine, forever thine, I am : 
Glory to the bleeding Lamb ! 

_ RAY PALMKR." 
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Now, from labor and from care, 
Evening shades have set me free ; 

In the work of praise and prayer, 
Lord, I would converse with thee : 

O behold me from above, 

Fill me with a Saviour's love. 

2 Sin and sorrow, guilt and woe, 
Wither all my earthly joys ; 

Naught can charm me here below, 
But my Saviour's melting voice ; 

Lord, forgive thy grace restore, 

Make me thine for evermore. 

3- For the blessings of this day, 
For the mercies of this hour, 

For the gospel's cheering ray, 
For the Spirit's quickening power 

Grateful notes to thee I raise : 

O accept my song of praise. 

UNKNOWN. 
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MABY to the Saviour's tomb 

Hasted at the early dawn ; 
Spice she brought, and sweet perfume; 

But the Lord she loved had gone. 
For awhile she lingering stood, 

Filled with sorrow and surprise ; 
Trembling, while a crystal flood 

Issued from her weeping eyes. 

2 Jesus, who is always near, 
Though too often unperceived, 

Came, her drooping heart to cheer, 
Kindly asking why she grieved. 

REFUGE, 7s. D. 



Though at first she knew him not. 

When he called her by her name, 
She her heavy griefs forgot ; 

For she found him still the same. 
3 And her sorrows quickly fled, 

When she heard his welcome voice- 
Christ had risen from the dead ; 
Now he bids her heart rejoice. 
What a change his word can make- 
Turning darkness into day ! 
You who weep for Jesus' sake, 
He will wipe your tears away. 

JOHN NEWTON. 
J. P. HOLBROOK. 
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JESUS, lover of my soul, 

Let me to thy bosom fly, 
While the billows near me roll, 

While the tempest still is high ; 
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide, 

Till the storm of life is past ; 
Safe into the haven guide; 

O receive my soul at last 

2 Other refuge have I none, 
Hangs my helpless soul on thee : 

Leave, O leave me not alone, 
Still support and comfort me. 

AJ1 my trust on thee is stayed, 
All my help from thee I bring : 

Cover my defenseless head 
With the shadow of thy wing. 

3 Thou, O Christ, art all I want ; 
Boundless love in thee I find : 

Raise the fallen, cheer the faint, 
Heal the sick, and lead the blind. 

Just and holy is thy name, 
Prince of peace and righteousness 

Most unworthy, Lord, I am ; 
Thou art full of love and grace. 

4 Plenteous grace with thee is found, 
Grace to pardon all my sin : 

Let the healing streams abound; 

Make and keep me pure within. 
Thou of life the fountain art: 

Freely let me take of thee; 
Spjring thou up within my heart, 
i to all eternity. 

CKARLBS WESLEY. 
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WHAT could your Redeemer do 
More than he has done for you? 
To procure your peace with God, 
Could he more than shed his blood ? 
After all this flow of love, 
All his drawings from above, 
Why will you your Lord deny ? 
Why will you resolve to die ? 



2 " Turn," he cries, " O sinner, 
By his life your God hath sworn 
He would have you turn and live- 
He would all the world receive. 

If your death were his delight, 
Would he thus to life invite? 
Would he ask, beseecxi, and cry, 
Why will you resolve to die? " 

3 Sinners, turn, while God is near: 
He has left you naught to fear ; 
Now, e'en now, your Saviour stand 
All day long he spreads his hands* 
Cries " You will not happy be; 
No, you will not come to me 
Me, who life to none deny : 

Why will you resolve to die?" 

4 Can you doubt that God is love, 
Who thus calls you from above? 
Will you not his word receive ? 
Will you not his oath believe? 
See, the suffering Lord appears; 
Jesus weeps : believe his tears 
Mingled with his blood, they cry. 

"Why will you resolve to die ? " 

CHAJU.M 
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O W O [First verse in the music.] 

2 But now I am a soldier, 
My Captain's gone before ; 

He's given me my orders, 
And tells me not to fear. 

And if I hold out faithful, 
A crown of life he '11 give ; 

And all his valiant soldiers 
Eternal life shall have. 

3 Through grace I am determined 
To conquer, though I die ; 

And then away to Jesus 
On wings of love I'll fly. 

Farewell to sin and sorrow 
I bid them both adieu ; 

And you, my friends, prove faithful," 
And still your way pursue. 

4 O do not be discouraged, 
For Jesus is your Friend ; 

And if you long for knowledge, 
On him you may depend ; 

Neither will he upbraid you, 
Though often you request ; 

He'll give you grace to conquer, 
And take you home to rest. 

609 UNKNOWK 

STAND up, stand up for Jesus, 

Ye soldiers of the cross ; 
Lift high his royal banner : 

It must not suffer loss ; 
From victory unto victory 

His army shall he lead, 
Till every foe is vanquished, 

And Christ ia Lord iadeed. 



2 Stand up, stand up for Jesus; 
The trumpet call obey; 

Forth to the mighty conflict, 

In this his glorious day. 
" Ye that are men, now serve him," 

Against unnumbered foes ; 
Let courage rise with danger, 

And strength to strength oppose. 

3 Stand up, stand up for Jesus 
Stand in his strength alone : 

The arm of flesh will fail you 
Ye dare not trust your own ; 

Put on the gospel armor, 
And, watching unto prayer; 

Where duty calls, or danger, 
Be never wanting there. 

610 

I SAW the cross of Jesus, 
When burdened with my sin; 

I sought the cross of Jesus, 
To give me peace within ; 

1 brought my soul to Jesus, 
He cleansed it in his blood ; 

And in the cross of Jesus, 
I found my peace with God. 

2 Sweet is the cross of Jesus! 
There let my weary heart 

Still rest in peace unshaken, 
Till with him, ne'er to part ; 

And then in strains of glory 
I'll sing his wondrous power, 

Where sin can never enter, 
And death is known no more. 
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THE morning light is breaking; 

The darkness disappears; 
The sons of earth are waking 

To penitential tears ; 
Each breeze that sweeps the ocean 

Brings tidings from afar, 
Of nations in commotion, 

Prepared for Zion's war. 

2 See heathen nations bending 
Before ; the God we love, 

And thousand hearts ascending 
In gratitude above ; 



While sinners, now confessing, 

The gospel call obey, 
And seek the Saviour's blessing, 

A nation in a day. 

3 Blest river of salvation, 

Pursue thine onward way ; 
Flow thou to every nation, 

Nor in thy richness stay. 
Stay not till all the lowly 

Triumphant reach their home : 
Stay not till all the holy 

Proclaim, " The Lord is come ! " 

S. F. SMITH. 
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Ho! BEAPEBS of life's harvest. 

Why stand with rusted blade, 
Until the night draws round thee, 

And day begins to fade? 
Why stand ye idle, waiting 

For reapers more to come? 
The golden morn is passing : 

Why sit ye idle, dumb ? 

2 Thrust in your sharpened sickle, 

And gather in the grain : 
The night is fast approaching, 

And soon will come again. 
The Master calls for reapers, 

And shall he call in vain ? 
Shall sheaves lie there ungathered, 

And waete upon th plain? 



3 Comedown from hill and mountain 
In morning's ruddy glow, 

Nor wait until the dial 
Points to the noon below ; 

And come with stronger sinew, 
Nor faint in heat or cold, 

And pause not till the evening 
Draws round its wealth of gold. 

4 Mount up the heights of wisdom, 
And crush each error low ; 

Keep back no word of knowledge 
That human hearts should know 

Be faithful to thy mission, 
In service of the Lord. 

And then a golden chapiet 

Shall be thy just reward. 

L B. w 
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. [J*iVj< verse in the music \ 

t I love to tell the story ; 

More wonderful it seems 
Than all the golden fancies 

Of all our golden dreams. 
I love to tell the story; 

It did so much for me 
And that is just the reason 

I tell it now to thee. CHO. 

8 I love to tell the story; 

'Tis pleasant to repeat 
What seems, each time I tell it, 

More wonderfully sweet. 



I love to tell the story ; 

For some have never heard 
The message of salvation 

From God's own holy word. 

4 I love to tell the story ; 

For those who know it best 
Seem hungering and thirsting 

To hear it, like the rest. 
And when, in scenes of glory, 

I sing the new r new song, 
'Twill be the old, old story 

That I have loved so long.CHO. 

CATKAXINK KANKK-*. 
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O I H- [J?iV/ verse in the music.} 

2 Jerusalem the Golden, 
When sun sets in the west, 

It seems the gate of glory, 
Thou City of the Blest ; 

And midnight's starry torches, 
Through intermediate gloom, 

Are waving with their welcome 
To thy eternal home. Cuo. 

3 Jerusalem the Golden- 
There all our birds that flew, 

Our flowers but half unfolden, 
Our pearls that turned to dew, 



833 



And all the glad life-music, 

Now heard no longer here, 
Shall come again to greet us, 

As we are drawing near. CHO. 
4 Jerusalem the Golden, 

I toil on, day by day ; 
Heart-sore each night with longing, 

I stretch my hands and pray 
That, midst thy leaves of healing, 

My soul shall find her rest, 
Where the wicked cease fromteouUiBft 

The weary are at rest. CHO. 

J. JL MCEXAV 
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IHEEE IS NO PRIE1TD LIKE JESUS, 7s & 6s. D., with Chorus. 

1,1, Fine. 
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f There is no friend like Jesus, When sorrows flood the breast 5 1 

I He was '' a man of sorrows," And had no place : to rest. /But when our sorrows vex us, 

f D. S. there's no friend like Jesus, Tho' dear are all the rest 5 \ 

i. There is no friend like Jesus, The dearest and the hest. J 
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[First verse in the Music.] 



2 There is no friend like Jesus ; 

Though earthly friends are true, 
They can not .travel with us 

Our earthly journey through; 
But Jesus ne'er will leave us, 

He holds us by the hand, 
And guides us in the pathway, 

Toward the better land. CHO. 



3 There is no friend like Jesus ; 
In happiness and pain, 

In sorrow and in sunshine, 
Our friend he will remain. 

To hini we turn for comfort, 
To him we look for rest ; 

And we find them on his bosom- 
On Jesus' loving breast. CHO. 

E. E. REXFORH 
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Is IT for me, dear Saviour, 
Thy glory and thy rest 

For me, so weak and sinful ? 
O shall I be so blest? CHO. 

2 Is it for me, thy welcome, 
Thy gracious " Enter in " 

For me thy "Come, ye blessed," 
For me, so full of sin ? CHO. 



Bj pormisjion. 



3 O Saviour, precious Saviour, 
My heart is at thy feet ; 

I bless thee, and I love thee, 
And thee I long to meet. CHO. 

4 I'll be with thee forever, 
And never grieve thee more ; 

Dear Saviour, I must praise thee, 
And love thee evermore. CHO. 

Miss F. R. HAVERGAL. 
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" ' [First verse in the music.] 

2 I could not do without thee, 
I can not stand alone ; 

I have no strength or goodness, 
No wisdom of my own. 

But thou, beloved Saviour, 
Art all in all to me ; 

And weakness will be power, 
If leaning hard on thee. 

3 I could not do without thee ; 
For O the way is long, 

And I am often weary, 
And sigh replaces song. 



How could I do without thee ? 

I do not know the way ; 
Thou knowest and tbou leadest, 

And wilt not let me stray. 

4 I could not do without thee ; 

For years are fleeting fast, 
And soon, in solemn loneliness, 

The river must be passed. 
But thou wilt never leave me ; 

And though the waves roll high, 
I know thou wilt be near me, 

And whisper, " It is I." 

Miss F. &. HAVKRGAL. 



HOME AT LAST, 7s & 6s, with Chorus. 
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[First verse in thz music.} 



2 The road's been long and dreary, 
The toils came thick and fast ; 

In body weak and weary, 
We're going home at last. CHO. 

3 We now are nearing heaven, 
And soon shall be at rest; 

BY AND BY, 7s & 6s. D. 



Our crowns will soon be given 
We're going home at last. CHO. 

4 O praise the Lord forever ! 
Our sorrows all are past; 

We'll part no more-rno, never; 
We are at home at last. CHO. 

W. GOSSETT. 
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HYMN AND TUNJE-BOOK. 

8IOH, SIGN. 7s & 6s, with Chorus. 



T. H. ROSKCKANC. 
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THERE is a habitation, 
Built by the living God, 

For all, o* jvery nation, 
Who seek that grand abode. CHO. 

2 A city with foundations, 
Firm as th' eternal throne ; 

Nor wars, nor desolations 
Shall ever move a stone. CHO. 



3 No night is there, no sorrow, 
No death, and no decay ; 

No yesterday, no morrow 
But one eternal day. CHO. 

4 Within its pearly portals, 
Angelic armies sing, 

With glorified immortals, 
The praises of its King. CHO. 

L. H. JAMESON. 
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OVER Jordan we shall meet, 

By and by, by and by ; 
In a fellowship so. sweet, 
By and by, by and by ; 
We shall gather on the shore, 
With our kindred gone before, 
And the Saviour's name adore, 
By and ^y, by and by. 

2 All our sorrows shall be past, 
By and by, by and by ; 

We shall reach our home at last, 
By and by, by and by; 



With the ransomed we shall stand 
There, a holy, happy band, 
Crowned with glory in that land, 

By and by, by and by. 
3 There we'll join the ransomed throng, 

By and by, by and by, 
Chanting love's redeeming song, 

By and by, by and by; 
There we'll meet before the throne, 
There we'll lay our trophies down, 
And receive a shining crown, 

By and by, by and by. 

W. T. DALB. 
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NEW CiUUBTlAJS 
WHAT HAST THOU DONE POE ME ? 6s & 8, 



P. P. BLISS. 
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I GAVE my life for thee, 
My precious blood I shed, 

That thou might'st ransomed be, 
And quickened from the dead. 

1 gave, I gave my life for thee : 
What hast thou given for me ? 

2 My Father's house of light, 
My glory-circled throne, 

I left for earthly night, 

For wanderings sad and lone. 
I left, I left it all for thee : 
Hast thou left aught for me? 

WE SCATTEE SEEDS. 8s, 6s & 4s. 



3 I suffered much for thee 
More than thy tongue can tell, 

Of bitterest agony, 

To rescue thee from hell. 
I've borne, I've borne it all for the**: 
What. hast thou borne for me ? 

4 And I have brought to thee, 
Down from my home above, 

Salvation full and free, 

My pardon and my love. 
I bring, I bring rich gifts to thee : 
What hast thou brought to me ? 

Miss F. R. HAVERGA.'.. 
J. H. ROSECRANS. 
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FAB away from home I'm wandering, 

Far away from thee : 
Art thou, O my Father, watching? 

Art thou calling me ? 
Wanderer, wanderer, come, come to me. 
In thy Father's house there's welcome, 

And a home for thee. 

2 Canst thou, wilt thou, O my Father, 

Love me as thy child- 
Love me in my sin and sorrow? 

Wretched and defiled ? 
Wanderer, wanderer, come, come to. me. 
In thy wanderings I have loved thee : 

Haste, O haste to me. 



3 Canst thou turn my grief to gladness- 
Turn my sighs to praise? 

Canst thou grant me free forgiveness? 

Tell me canst thou save ? 
Wanderer, wanderer, come, come to ma 
All thy burdens I will carry : 

Come, O come to me. 

4 With a broken, contrite spirit, 
Now to thee I flee ; 

Trusting not upon my merit, 

Trusting only thee. 
Saviour, Saviour, hear my fervent cry 
Help, O help me in this conflict 

Help me, or I die. 
j. s. LOWB. v 



'623 

WE SCATTER seeds with careless hand, 
And "dream we ne'er shall see them more: 
But for a thousand years 
Their fruit appears, 
In weeds that mar the land, 
Or healthful store. 

2 The deeds we do, the words we say. 
Into stfll air they seem to fleet ; 



We count them ever past ; 
But they shall last 
And in the judgment-day. 
We them shall meet. 

3 J charge thee by the years gone by, 
For the love's sake of brethren dear, 
Keep, thou, the one true way 
Through all thy day, 
Lest in that world their cry 
Of woe thou hear. 

JOHN DEBLB. 
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NEW CHRISTIAN 



EVESY DAY. Is & 9s, with Eefrain. 
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SAVIOUB, more than life to me, 

1 am clinging, clinging close to thee ; 
Ever be a present friend, 

Leave me never, never to the end. REP. 

2 Through this changing world below 
Lead me gently, gently as I go: 

HE KNOWS IT ALL. 8s & 4. 



Trusting thee, I can not stray, 

I can never, never lose my way. BEF. 

3 Let me love thee more and more, 

Till this fleeting, fleeting life is o'er ; 

Till my soul is lost in love, 

In a .brighter, brighter world above. REB. 

F. C VAN ALSTYNE. 
J H. LESLIE. 
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HTYMN AND TUNE-BOOK. 



WE'BE GOING HOME TO-MOBBOW. 4s & 7s, with Chorus. 
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[First verse in theittttsic.\ 

2 For weary feet, 
There waits a street 

Of wondrous pave and golden ; 
For hearts that ache, 
The angels wake 

The story sweet and olden. Oho. 

3 For those who sleep, 
And those who weep, 

Above the portals narrow, 



The mansions rise 
Beyond the skies 

We're going home to-morrow. Cho. 

4 O joyful song ! 
O ransomed throng, 

Where sin no more shall sever! 
Our King to see, 
And, O to be 

With him at home forever! Oho. 

PAULINA. 
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HE KNOWS the bitter, weary way. 
The endless striving day by day, 
The souls that weep, the souls that pray 
He knows it all. 

2 He knows how hard the fight has been, 
The clouds that come our lives between, 
The wounds the world has never seen 
He knows it ail 
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3 He knows, when, feint and worn, we sink, 
Mow deep the pain, how near the brink 
Of dark despair we pause and shrink 

He knows it all. 

4 He knows! O thought so full of bliss! 
For though on earth our joys we miss, 
We still can bear it, feeling this 



He knows it all. 
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NEW CHRISTIAN 
DOMING NOW. la & 6s, with Chorus. 



FRED. A. FILLMORK. 
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V*A I [First verse in the music.] 

2 Jesus, make me true to thee, 
Pure, and meek, and lowly, 

While I walk the narrow way 
To the city holy, OHO. 

WHAT A FEIEND. 8s & 7s. D. 
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3 Jesus, fill my heart with peace, 

Flowing like a river ; 
Day by day my joy increase, 

Till the glad forever. CHO. 

ROBERT MOFFETT. 
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Every thing to God in prayer ! what peace we often forfeit, what needless pain we bear. 
Every thing to God in prayer ! 
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK. 

WM. MILLRR 
WE'LL WORK TILL JESUS COMES. C. M., with Chorus, Harmonized by H. P. MAIN 
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[To other tune. No. 296.] 

O LAND of rest, for thee I sigh : 
When will the moment come, 

When I shall lay my armor by, 
And dwell in peace at home ? CHO. 

2 No tranquil joys on earth I know, 
No peaceful, sheltering dome; 

This world's a wilderness of woe, 
This world is not my home. CHO. 



3 To Jesus Christ I fled for rest ; 
He bade me cease to roam, 

And lean for succor on his breast, 
Till he conduct me home. C3HO. 

4 I sought at once my Saviour's side^ 
No more my steps shall roam; 

With him I'll brave death's chilling tide. 
And reach my heavenly home. CHO. 

ELIZABETH MILLS. 
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WHAT a Friend we have in Jesus, 

All our sins and griefs to bear ! 
What .a privilege to carry 

Every thing to God in prayer! 
O what peace we often forfeit, 

O what needless pain we bear, 
All because we do not carry 

Every thing to God m prayer ! 

2 Have we trials and temptations? 

la there trouble anywhere? 
We should never be discouraged : 

Take it to the Lord iu prayer. 



Can we find a friend so faithful, 
Who will all our sorrows share? 

Jesus knows our every weakness : 
Take it to the Lord in prayer. 

3 Are we weak and heavy-laden, 
Cumbered with a load of care ? 

Precious Saviour, still our refuge- 
Take it to the Lord in prayer ! 

Do thy friends despise, forsake thee? 
Take it to the Lord in prayer; 

In his arms he'll take and shield thee 
Thou wilt find a solace there. 

H. BONAK. 
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WORK, for the night is coining; 

Work through the morning hours ; 
Work while the dew is sparkling; 

Work 'mid springing flowers ; 
Work when the day grows brighter; 

Work in the glowing sun; 
Work, for the night is coming, 

When man's work is done. 

$ Work, for the night is coming ; 

Work through the sunny noon ; 
Fill brightest hours with labor 

Best comes sure and soon. 



PASS ME NOT. 8s & 5s, with Chorus. 



Give every flying moment 
Something to keep in store ; 

Work, for the night is coming, 
When man works no more. 

3 Work, for the night is coming, 

Under the sunset skies ; 
While their bright tints are glowing, 

Work, for daylight flies. 
Work till the last beam fadeth, 

Fadeth to shine no more ; 
Work while the night is darkening; 

When man's work is o'er. 

SIDNEY DYER. 
W. H. DOANE. 
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK. 

THE PBAEL OP GREATEST PEICE. 0, M,, with Chorus, 



P. P. BLISS. 
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T.' VE found the pearl of greatest price ; 

My heart doth sing for joy ; 
\nd sing I must, for Christ is mine 

Christ shall my song employ. CHO. 

2 Christ is my Prophet, Priest, and King; 
My Prophet, full of light; 

My 'great High Priest before the throne, 
My King of heavenly might. CHO. 

3 For he, mdeedj is Lord of lords, 
And he //he King of kings ; 



He is the Sun of righteousness, 
With healing in his wings. CHO. 

4 Christ is my peace ; he died for me ; 
For me he shed his blood. 

And, as my wondrous Sacrifice, 
Offered himself to God. CHO. 

5 Christ Jesus is my all in all, 
My comfort and my love ; 

My life below, and he shall be 
My joy and crown above. 

JOHN MASON 
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PASS #v not, O gentle Saviour; 

Hear my humble cry ; 
While on others thou art smiling, 

Do not pass me by. CHO. 

2 Let me at thy throne of mercy 

Find a sweet relief, 
Kneeling there in deep contrition; 

Help mine unbelief.-- CHO. 



3 Trusting only in thy merit, 
Would I seek thy face : 

Heal my wounded, broken spirit, 
Save me by thy grace. CHO. 

4 Thou the Spring of all my comfort: 
More than life to me, 

Whom on earth have J beside thee 1 * 
Whom in heaven but thee ? CHO. 

V. C. VAN ALSTYNK. 
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JESUS, keep me near the cross : 
There a precious fountain, 

Free to all, a healing stream, 
Flows from Calvary's mountain. CHO. 

2 Near the cross, a trembling soul, 
Love and mercy found me ; 

BLESSED BIBLE, 8s & 7s, D. 



>, in " Bright Jewels. 

There the bright and morning star 
Sheds its beams around me. CHO. 

3 Near tne cross ! O Lamb of God, 
Bring its scenes before me ; 

Help me walk from day to day, 
With its shadow o'er me. CHO. 

F. C. VAN ALSTVNE. 

A. D. FILLMORE. 
h. . . Fine. 
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK. 

SHOUT THE TIDINGS. 8s & 7s, with Chorus, 



WM. B. BRABBOTT. 
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SHOUT the tidings of salvation 
To the aged and the young ; 

Till the precious invitation 
Waken every heart and tongue. Oho. 

2 Shout the tidings of salvation 
O'er the prairies of the West, 

Till each gathering congregation 
.With the gospel sound is blest. Oho. 



Copjiifbt in < Oriola," 1859, by Wn. K 
Ciedbjpw. fiilowiMl. 



3 Shout the tidings of salvation, 
Mingling with the ocean's roar, 

Till the ships of every nation 
Bear the news from shore to shore. Oho, 

4 Shout the tidings of salvation, 
O'er the islands of the sea, 

Till, in humble adoration, 
All to Christ shall how the knee. Cho* 

UNKNOWN. 
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BLESS-ED Bible, how I love it ! 

How it doth my bosom cheer ! 
W.hat hath earth like this to covet? 

what stores of wealth are here ! 
Man was lost, and doomed to sorrow ; 

Not one ray of light or bliss 
Could he from earth's treasures borrow, 

Till his way was cheered by this. 

2 Yes, I'll to my bosom press thee ; 

Precious Word, I'll hide thee here; 
Sure my very heart will bless thee, 

For thou ever say'st " Good cheer ! ' ' 



Speak, my heart, and tell thy pondering^ 
Tell how far thy rovings led, 

When this book brought back thy wanderings,' 
Speaking life as from the dead. 

3 Yes, sweet Bible, I will hide thee, 

Hide thee, richly in this heart; 
Thou, through all my life, wilt guide m&, 

And in death we will not part. - 
Part in death ! no, never, never ! 

Through death's vale I'll lean on the*? 
Then in worlds above, forever, 

Sweeter still thy truths shall be. 

MftB. PHCEBB PALMBH. 
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WHEN the storms of life are raging, 
Tempests wild on sea and land, 

3 will seek a place of refuge 
In the shadow of God's hand. 



CHO, He will hide me, he will hide me, 
Where no harm can e'er betide me ; 
He will hide me, safely hide me, 
In the shadow of his hand. 



2 Though he may send some affliction, 
'Twill but make me long for home ; 



For in love, and not in anger, 
All his chastenings will come. CHO. 



3 Enemies may strive to injure, 
Satan all his arts employ ; 

He will turn what seems to harm me 
Into everlasting joy. CHO. 

4 So, while here the cross I'm bearing 
Meeting storms and billows wild, 

Jesus for my soul is caring; 
Naught can harm his Father's child. CHO. 

M. E. SERVOSS, 
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK. 

BDOKLE OR THE AEMOE. 8s & 7s, with Chorus. 
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LIFE is one continued battle, 

Never ended, never o'er ; 
And the Christian's path to glory 

Js a conflict evermore. 

Ciro. Christian, buckle on thy armor, 
Let the weak points strengthened be ; 



Fightthy fight all heaven shall greet thee 
In the hour of vic-to-ry. 

2 Satan everwatches round him. 
Seeks to find the weakest part, 



And in moments most unheeded 
Quickly throws his fiery dart. CHO. 

3 If perchance thy heart grows weary 
With the straggle and the fight, 

And the day seems dark and dreary, 
Little sunshine, little light; CHO. 



4 Be that light but faint and feeble, 

It shall guide thee evermore, 
And at every battle leave thee 
Stronger than thouwasi before. CHO. 

C JAY SMITH. 
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PRECIOUS promise God hath given 

To the weary passer-by, 
On the way from earth to heaven, 

" I will guide thee with mine eye." 

REF. I will guide thee, I will guide thee, 
I will guide thee with mine eye ; 
On the way from earth to heaven 
I will guide thee with mine eye. 

2 When temptations almost win thee, 
And thy trusted watchers fly, 



Let this promise ring within thee, 
"I will guide thee with mine eye." REF-. 

3 When thy secret hopes have perished ' 
In the grave of years gone by, 

Let this promise still be cherished, 
"I will guide thee with mine eye." R-EF. 

4 When the shades of life are falling, 
And the hour has come to die, 

Hear thy trusty Pilot calling, 
" I will guide thee with mine eye.' 7 REF 
NATHANIEL Nix.se. 
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ABE YOU READY ? 8s & 7s, with Eefrain. 
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SOON the evening shadows falling, 
Close the day of mortal life ; 

Soon the hand of death appalling, 
Draws thee from ita weary strife. 

REF. Are you ready? Are you ready? 
'Tis the Spirit calling : why delay? 
Are you ready? Are you ready? 
Do not linger longer ; come to-day. 

2 Soon the awful trumpet soiindiug, 
Calls thee to the judgment-throne ; 
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Now prepare, for love abounding j 
Yet has left thee not alone. RBF. 

3 O how fatal 'tis to linger ! 
Are you ready ready now 

Ready, should death's icy finger 
Lay its chill upon thy brow? REP. 

4 Priceless love and free salvation, 
Freely still are offered thee : 

Yield no longer to temptation, 
But from sin and sorrow flee. SEP. 
J. W. SLAUGHBNHAUPT 
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1 WILT., svnx* of my Redeemer, 
And his wondrous love to me ; 

On the cruel cross he suffered, 
From the curse to set me free. 

CHO. Sing, O sing of my Redeemer : 
With his blood he ransomed me ; 

On the cross he sealed my pardon, 
Gave his life and made me free. 

2 I will tell the wondrous story 
How, my lost estate to save, 

FBECIOUS NAME. Sa & 7s, with Chorus. 



In his boundless love and mercy, 
He the ransom freely gave. CHO. 

3 I will praise my dear Redeemer ; 
His triumphant power I'll tell 

How the vic-to-ry he giyeth 
Over sin and death arid hell. CHO. 

4 I will sing of my Redeemer, 
And his heavenly love to me ; 

He from death to life hath brought me, 
Son of God, with him to be. CHO. 

P. P. BLISS. 
W. H. DOA:TE. 
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TAKE the name of Jesus with you, 
Child of sorrow and of woe : 

It will joy and comfort give you ; 
Take it, then, where'er you go. CHO. 

2 Take the name of Jesus ever, 
As a shield from every snare ; 

If temptations round you gather, 
Breathe that holy name in prayer. CHO. 



u 

Copjright, 1871, bj Bijluw & Slain. 
Thed by per Biglov A Main. 



3 O the precious name of Jesus, 
How it thrills our souls with joy, 

When his loving arms receive us, 
And his songs our tongues employ ! CHO. . 

4 At the name of Jesus bowing, 
Falling prostrate at his feet, 

King of kings, in heaven we'll crown him, 
When our journey is complete. OHO. 
Mc. LYDIA BAXTSX. 
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BEAUTIFUL VALLEY OF EDEN. 8s & 6s, with Befrain, 



WM. F. SHERWIIT 
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[J'iVj/ werj in the music.} 

2 Over the heart of the mourner 

Shineth thy golden day, 
Wafting the songs of the angels 

Down from the far-away. REF. 

SHINING SHOBE. 8s & 7s, with Chorus. 



Pied by per Biglov & Main. 

3 There is the home of my Saviour ; 

There, with the blood-washed throng, 
Over the highlands of glory 

Rolleth the great new song. REF. 

W. O. GUSHING. 
GEO. F. ROOT. 



My days are gliding swiftly by, And I, a pilgrim stranger, "Would not detain them as they fly, 
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2 But we can not know the fullness 
Of the. Saviour's wondrous love, 

Till we see and know his glory, 
In the heavenly home above. CHO. 



3 Cot no and taste the love of Jesus, 
At his feet thy burdens lay ; 

Trust him with thy grief and sorrow, 
Bear this joyful song away. CHO. 

ELIZA SHERMAN. 
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MY DAYS are gliding swiftly by, 
And I, a pilgrim stranger, 

Would not detain them as they fly, 
Those hours of toil and danger. CHO. 

2 We'll gird our loins, my brethren dear, 

Oc v distant home discerning ; 
Our absent Lord has left us word, 

every lamp be burning. CHO, 



3 Should coming days be cold and dark. 
We need not cease our singing; 

That perfect rest naught can molest, 
Where golden harps are ringing. CH(.. 

4 Let sorrow's rudest tempest blow, 
Each cord on earth to sever ; 

Our King says " Come ;" and there's our hom 
Forever, O forever! CHO. 
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DEAW ME TO TEEE. 8s & 6s, with Chorus. 
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LOUD, weak and impotent I stand, 
As fettered by an unseen hand : 
Break thou the strong and suhtle band, 
And draw me close to thee. 

CHO. Draw^me close to thee, Saviour, 
Draw me close to thee ; 
Beneath thy wing do thou me hide, 
And draw me close to thee. 

2 In vain I struggle to be free ; 
I weuld, but ean not, fly to thee : 



Ope thou the prison door for me, , 
And draw me close to thee. CHXX 

3 O bring me nearer, nearer still, 
That thine own peace my soul may fill, 
And I may rest in thy sweet will : 

Lord, draw me close to thee. CHO. 

4 Here, Lord, I would forever bide, 
And never wanHer from thy side : 
Beneath thy wing do thou me hide, 

And draw me close to thee. CHO. 

M. A. W. 
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK 
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2 Let the world despise and leave me 
It has left my Saviour too ; 

Human hearts and looks deceive me 
Thou art not, like them, untrue ; 

Whilst thy graces shall adorn .me, 
God of wisdom, love, and might, 

Foes may hate, and Mends may scorn me 
Show thy face, and all is bright 

3 Go, then, earthly fame and treasure, 
Come, disaster, scorn and pain ; 

In thy service, pain is pleasure ; 
With thy favor, loss is gain. 

1 have called thee, Abba, Father; 
I have set my heart on thee ; 

Storms may howl, and clouds may gather. 
All will work for good to me. 

4 Man may trouble and distress me 
'Twill but drive me to thy breast ; 

Life with trials hard may press me 
Heaven will bring me sweeter rest. 



'tis not hi grief to harm me 
While thy love is left to me ; 

O 'twere not in joy to charm me, 
Were that joy unmixed with thee 

647 H F L 

SOUL, then know thy full salvation, 

Rise o'er sin and fear and care. 
Joy to find in every station ; 

Something still to do or bear ; 
Think what Spirit dwells within tbcc 

Think what Father's smiles are thine 
Think that Jesus died to save thee : 

Child of heaven, canst thou repint- 

2 Haste thee on from grace to glory, 

Armed by faith, and winged by prayer 
Heaven's eternal day's before thee 

God's own hand shall guide thee there 
Soon shall close thy earthly mission 

Soon shall pass thy pilgrim days : 
Hope shall change to glad fruition, 

Faith to sight, ami prayer to praise 

* H. F.T.YT. 
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NEW CHRISTIAN 
AGB088 THE RIVER, 8s & 7s, with Chorus. 
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[First verse in the music.] ( 

2 In that home that knows no sorrow, 3 Yes, I've triends across the river, 

All our partings will be o'er , j And I hope to greet them there, 

We shall sing the song of glory j When this earthly toil is over, 



that happy, golden shore. Oho. 



In that land so bright and fair. Cho, 

EMMA PITT. 



WHEN THE MISTS. 8s & 7a. D.. with Choras. 



J. H. ANDERSON. 
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[First verse in the music.] 

2 If we err in human blindness, 
And forget that we are dust ; 

If we miss the law of kindness 
When we struggle to be just, 

Snowy wings of peace shall cover 
All the plain that hides away, 

When the weary watch is over, 
And the mists nave cleared away. CHO. 

3 When the silver mist has vailed us 
From the faces of our own, 

Oft we deem their love has foiled us, 
And we tread our path alone ; 



We should see them near and truly, 
We should trust them day by day, 

Neither love nor blame unduly, 
If the mists were cleared away. CHO. 

4 When the mists have risen above *&. 

As our Father knows his own, 
Face to face with those that love us, 

We shall know as we are known. 
Lo ! beyond the orient meadows 

Floats the golden fringe of day; 
Heart to heart, we bide the shadows 

Till the mists have cleared away.~CHO. 
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NEW CHRISTIAN 



ROBINSON. 8s & la. D. 
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( Yes, for me, for me he car-eth With a broth - er's ten - der care ; ) 

\ Yes, with me, with me he shareth Ev - cry bur - den, ev - ery fear. ) 

D. C. Yes, e'en me, e'en me he snatcheth From the per - ils of the way. 
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Yes, o'er me, o'er me_ he watcheth, Ceaseless watcheth night and day ; 
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YES, for me, for me he careth 

With a brother's tender care ; 
STes, with me, with me he shareth 

Every burden, every fear. 
Yes, o'er me, o'er me he watcheth, 

Ceaseless watcheth night and day ; 
Yes, e'en me, e'en me he snatcheth 

From the perils of the way. 

2 Yes, for me he standeth pleading, 

At the mercy-seat above, 
jEver for me interceding, 

Constant in untiring love. 
Yes, in me abroad he sheddeth 

Joys unearthly, love and light, 
And to cover me he spreadeth 

His paternal wing of might. 

8 Yes, in me, in me he dwelleth 

I in him, and he in me ; 
And my empty soul he filleth, 

Here and through eternity. 
Thus I wait for his returning, 

Singing all the way to heaven 
Buch the joyful song of morning, 

Such the tranquil song of even. 

UNKNOWN. 
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HARK ! the voice of Jesus calling 
" Who will go and work to-day ? 

Fields are white, the harvest waiting 
Wbo will bear the sheaves away ? " 



Loud and long the Master calleth, 
Rich reward he offers free : 

Who will answer, gladly saying, 
" Here am I, Lord : send me" ? 

2 If you can not cross the ocean, 
And the heathen lands explore, 

You can find the heathen nearer, 
You can help them at your door; 

If you can not speak like angels, 
If you can not preach like Paul, 

You can tell the love of Jesus, 
You can say he died for all. 

3 While the souls of men are dying, 
And the Master calls for you, 

Let none hear you idly saying, 
" There is nothing I can do." 

Gladly take the task he gives yoUj 
Let his work your pleasure be ; 

Answer quickly when he calleth, 
"Here am I, O Lord: send me." 
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YES, he knows the way is dreary, 

Knows the weakness of our frame, 
Knows that hand and heart are wsaryj 

He in all points felt the same. 
Look to him, and faith shall brighten, 

Hope shall soar, and love shall burn, 
Peace once more thy heart shall brighten 

Rise : he calleth thee : return. 

Miss V K- HAVBXGAU 
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O THOU Fount of every blessing, 

Tune my heart to sing thy grace : 
Streams of mercy, never ceasing, 

Call for songs of loudest praise. 
Teach me ever to adore thee : 

May I still thy goodness prove, 
While the hope of endless glory 

Fills my heart with joy and love. 

2 Here I'll raise my Ebenezer; 
Hither by thy help I've come ; 

And I hope, by thy good pleasure, 

Safely to arrive at home. 
Jesus sought me when a stranger, 

Wandering from thy fold, O God ; 
He, to rescue me from danger, 

Interposed his precious blood. 

3 O to grace how great a debtor 
Daily I'm constrained to be ! 

Let thy goodness, like a fetter, 
Bind me closer still to thee. 

Never let me wander from thee, 

, Never leave thee, whom I love ; 

By thy Word and Spirit guide me, 
Till I reach thy courts above. 

R. ROBINSON. 
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SINNER, hear the invitation : 
Mercy ca.lls you from above. 

Come, receive this great salvation, 
Purchased by redeeming love. 



Jesus calls with sweet compassion, 
" Come, ye weary souls, to me : " 

Sinner, heed the invitation ; 
Rise forthwith he calleth thee. 

2 On the rugged cross-tree bleeding, 
Hear the wounded Lamb of God 

For transgressors interceding; 

While they shed his precious bkxM 
Hear that dying intercession, 

Offered on that bloody tree : 
He will pardon your transgression 

Rise forthwith he calleth thee. 

3 Sinner, soon the day of favor 
Will forever pass away : 

Hasten to the bleeding Saviour, 

Hasten while it is to-day. 
He will comfort all your sorrow, 

And from every burden free : 
Wait not for the coming morrow ; 

Rise forthwith he calleth thee, 

L. H. JAMESON. 
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MAY the grace of Christ, our Saviour, 

And the Father's boundless love, 
With the Holy Spirit's favor, 

Rest upon us from above. 
Thus may we abide in union 

With each other and the Lord ; 
And possess, in sweet communion, 

Joys which earth can not afford. 

JOHN NXWTOIK 
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SINNERS, will you scorn the message 
Sent in mercy from above? 

Every sentence, O how tender ! 
Every line is full of love. 

Listen to it : 
Every line is full of love. 

2 Hear the heralds of the gospel 
News from Zion's King proclaim : 

1 Pardon to each rebel sinner, 
Free forgiveness in his name." 

O how gracious ! 
Free forgiveness in his name. 



3 Will you not receive the message-^ 
Listen to the joyful word 

And embrace the news of pardon 
Offered to you by the Lord ? 

Can you slight it- 
Offered to you by the Lord ? 

4 O ye angels, hovering round us, 
Waiting spirits, speed your way; 

Haste ye to the court of heaven ; 
Tidings bear without delay : 

Rebel sinners 
Glad the message will obey. 

J. ALLBI.. 
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THE great Physician now is near, 

The sympathizing Jesus ; 
He speaks the drooping heart to cheer : 

O hear the voice of Jesus. CHO. 

2 He speaks to us of sins forgiven 
O hear the voice of Jesus 

And how to walk the path to heaven, 
And wear a crown with Jesus. CHO. 



3 All glory to the dying " 
I now believe in Jesu 

I love the blessed Saviour's name, 
I love the name of Jesus. CHO. 

4 And when to that bright world above, 
We rise to see our Jesus, 

We'll sing around the throne of love 
His name, the name of Jesus. CHO. 

WM. HUNTER, alt. 
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HEAVY-LADEN, sad and weary, 

Lord, we come for help to thee; 
All on earth is dark and dreary: 

Wilt thou grant our light to be? 
With thy presence, ever cheer us, 

As we journey on our way ; 
And be pleased to kindly hear us, 

When we bow, and meekly pray. 

2 Many are our sore temptations, 
Many are our doubts and fears 

Many are our tribulations, 
Many are our bitter tears. 



Wilt thou grant to not forsake us, 
While we tarry here below, 

And, when life is over, take us 
Where such sorrows none can know 

3 When we go astray, restrain us 

By the drawings of thy love; 
From the tempter's power regain us, 

For thyself in worlds above ; 
Every fleeting day and hour 

May we li ve for thee alone ; 
And may thy almighty power 

Bring us near thy glorious throne. 

L. H. JAMBM* 
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SINNERS, will you scorn the message 
Sent in mercy from above? 

Every sentence, O how tender ! 
Every line is full of love. 

Listen to it : 
Every line is full of love. 

2 Hear the heralds of the gospel 
News from Zion's King proclaim : 

1 Pardon to each rebel sinner, 
Free forgiveness in his name." 

O how gracious ! 
Free forgiveness in his name. 



3 Will you not receive the message-^ 
Listen to the joyful word 

And embrace the news of pardon 
Offered to you by the Lord ? 

Can you slight it- 
Offered to you by the Lord ? 

4 O ye angels, hovering round us, 
Waiting spirits, speed your way; 

Haste ye to the court of heaven ; 
Tidings bear without delay : 

Rebel sinners 
Glad the message will obey. 

J. ALLBL. 
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THE great Physician now is near, 

The sympathizing Jesus ; 
He speaks the drooping heart to cheer : 

_O hear the voice of Jesus. CHO. 
2 He speaks to us of sins forgiven 

O hear the voice of Jesus 
And how to walk the path to heaven, 

And wear a crown with Jesus. CHO. 



3 All glory to the dying ' .omb I 
I now believe in Jesu. 

I love the blessed Saviour's name, 
I love the name of Jesus. CHO. 

4 And when to that bright world above, 
We rise to see our Jesus, 

We'll sing around the throne of love 
His name, the name of Jesus. CHO. 

WM. HUNTER, alt. 
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HEAVY-LADEN, sad and weary, 

Lord, we come for help to thee; 
All on earth is dark and dreary: 

Wilt thou grant our light to be? 
With thy presence, ever cheer us, 

As we journey on our way ; 
And be pleased to kindly hear us, 

When we bow, and meekly pray. 

2 Many are oar sore temptations, 
Many are our doubts and fears 

Many are our tribulations, 
Many are our bitter tears. 



Wilt thou grant to not forsake us, 
While we tarry here below, 

And, when life is over, take us 
Where such sorrows none can know 

3 When we go astray, restrain us 

By the drawings of thy love; 
From the tempter's power regain us, 

For thyself in worlds above ; 
Every fleeting day and hour 

May we live for thee alone ; 
And may thy almighty power 

Bring us near thy glorious throneu 

L, H. JAMESON, 
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[First verse in themusic.\ 

2 Let not conscience make you linger, 
Nor. of fitness fondly dream : 

All the fitness he requireth, 
Is to feel your need of him. 

This he gives you ; 
'Tis the Saviour's rising beam. 

3 Come, you weary, heavy-laden, 
Bruised and mangled by the fall 

If you tarry till you're better, 
You will never come at all ; 

Not the righteous- 
Sinners, Jesus came to call. 

OSGOOD. 8s, 7s & 4s. 



4 Agonizing in the garden, 

Lo ! your Saviour prostrate lies : 
On the bloody tree behold him ; 
Hear him cry before he dies, 

" It is finished ! " 
Sinners, will not this suffice? 

5 Lo ! the rising Lord ascending, 
Pleads the virtue of his blood : 

Venture on him, venture freely, 
Let no other trust intrude. 

None but Jesus 
Can do helpless sinners good. 

Jos. HART. 
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LEAD us, heavenly Father, lead us 
O'er the world's tempestuous sea ; 

GJuard us, guide us, keep us, feed us: 
For we have no help but thee ; 

STet possessing every blessing, 
If our God our Father be. 

2 Saviour, breathe forgiveness o'er us: 
All our weakness thou dost know ; 

Vhou didst tread this earth before us, 
Thou didst feel its keenest woe. 

Lone and dreary, faint and weary, 
Through the desert thou didst go. 

1 Let thy Spirit,, now attending, 
Fill our hearts with heavenly joy, 

Love with every passion blending, 
Pleasure that can -never cloy. 

Thus provided, pardoned, guided, 
Nothing can our peace destroy. 

JAS. EDMESTON. 

661 

LISTEN, sinner : mercy hails you ; 

With her sweetest voice she calls ; 
Bids you hasten to the Saviour, 

Ere the hand of justice falls : 
Listen, sinner: 

'Tis the voice of mercy calls. 

** See the storm of vengeance gathering 
O'er the path you dare to tread ; 



365 



Hark ! the awful thunders rolling 
Loud and louder o'er your head; 

Flee, O sinner, 
Lest the lightnings sti'ike you dead, 

3 Haste, O hasten to the Saviour ; 

Sue his mercy while you may : 
Soon the day of grace is over, 

Soon your life will pass away : 
Hasten, sinner: 

You must perish, if you stay. 

ANDREW REED. 

662 

COME to Calvary's holy mountain, 
Sinners, ruined by the fall : 

Here a pure and healing fountain 
Flows, to cleanse the guilty soul. 

In a full, perpetual tide, 

Opened when the Saviour died. 

2 Come in sorrow and contrition, 
Wounded, impotent, and blind : 

Here the guilty find remission ; 

Here-the lost a refuge find ; 
Health this fountain will restore; 
He that drinks shall thirst no more. 

3 Come, ye dying, live forevor : 
'Tis a soul-reviving flood ; 

God is faithful he will never 

Break the cov'nant sealed in blood- 
Signed when our Redeemer died, 
Sealed when lie was crueitied. 

j. MONTGOMERY. 
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THROUGH the love of God, our Saviour, 

All will be well ; 
Free and changeless is his favor 

All, all is well. 

Precious is the blood that healed us ; 
Perfect is the grace that sealed us ; 
Strong the hand stretched out to shield us 

All must be well. 

2 Though we pass through tribulation, 

All will be well ; 
Ours is such a full salvation 

All, all is well. 

PEACE IS MINE. 8s & 4s. 



Happy, still in God confiding ; 
Fruitful, if in Christ abiding ; 
Holy, through the Spirit's guiding- 
All must be well. 

3 We expect a bright to-morrow ; 

All will be well. 
Faith can sing, through days of sorrow 

All, all is well; 
On our Father's love relying, 
Jesus every need supplying, 
Or in living, or in dying, 

All must be well. 

MARY B. PETERS. 
WM. B. BRADBURY. 
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK. 
LOVE, JOY AND PEACE 8s & 4s. 



J. H. FlLLMOKE. 
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love, -to save me, And his8pir-it free-ly gave me; Love, love is mine. 
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Wrath no more can round me hover, 
Dark despair my future cover, 
All my fears ana doubts are over ; 
Joy, joy is mine. 

3 As a fruit of promised Spirit, 

Peace, peace is mine, 
Which the pure in heart iuher,it, 

Peace, peace is mine 
Peace at morn, and peace at even; 
All my sins have been forgiven, 
"Tis a foretaste here of heaven; 

Peace, peace is mine. 

D. R. LUCAS. 
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WHAT care I for fame's opinion ? 

Love, love is mine; 
Scorn ana hate have lost dominion, 

Love, love is mine; 
Anger's bonds no more enslave me, 
Jesus died, in love, to save me, 
And his. Spirit freely gave me; 
i Love, love is mine. * 

2 In my heart is Jesus reigning,. 

Joy, joy is mine; . 
Banished, thence is all complaining, 

Joy, joy is mine; 
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WHILE I hear life's surging billows, 

Peace, peace is mine ; 
Why suspend my harp oh willows ? 

Peace, peace is mine. 
I may sing with Christ beside me, 
Though a thousand ills betide me; 
Safely he has swonrto guide me 

Peace, peace is mine. 



2 Every trial draws me nearer 

Peace, peace'is mine; 
All his strokes but make him dearer 

Peace, peace is mine. 
Bless I then the hand that smiteth 
Gently, and to heal delighteth ; 
'Tis against my sins .he fighteth 

Peace, peace is mine. 

UNKNOWN. 



NEW CHRISTIAN 

BEULAH LAND. 8s, with Chorus. 




JNO. R. SWBNXY. 
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I'VE reached the land of corn and 

wine, 

And all its riches freely mine ; 
Here shines nndimmed one blissful 

day, 
For all my night has passed away. 

OHO. O Beulah Land, sweet Beulah Land, 
As on thy highest mount I stand, 
I look away, across the sea, 
Where mansions are prepared forme, 
And view the shining glory shore, 
My heaven, my home for evermore. 



2 My Saviour comes and walks with me r 
And sweet communion here have we; 
He gently leads me by his hand, 
For this is heaven's border-land. CHO. 

3 A sweet perfume upon the breeze 
Is borne from ever-vernal trees, 
And flowers that, never fading, grow 
Where streams of life forever flow. CHO. 

4 The zephyrs seem to float to me 
Sweet sounds of heaven's melody, 
As angels with the white-robed throng, 
Join in the sweet redemption song. -Cno. 

EDGAR PAGE. 
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK. 

THE BOOK THAT IS HIGHEE. 8s, with Chorus. 



W. G. FISCHKR. 
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O SOMETIMES the shadows are deep, 
And rough seems the path to the goal ; 

And sorrows, how often they sweep, 
Like tempests, down over the soul ! 

CHO. O then to the Rock let me fly, 
To the Rock that is higher than.I ; 
O then to the Rock let me fly, 
To the Rock that is higher than I. 



2 O sometimes how long seems the day, 
And sometimes how heavy my feet I 

Butj toiling in life's dusty way, 

The Rock's bless-ed shadow, how sweet ! Oho. 

3 O near to the Rock let me keep, 
Or blessings, or sorrows prevail ; 

Or climbing the mountain-way steep, 
Or walking the shadowy vale. Cho. 

E. JOHNSON. 
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NEW CHRISTIAN 

THE BOCK AND THE SAKD. 9s, 8s & 12, with Chores. 



J. H. ROSECRANS. 
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O D O [^fzVj^ <?rj^ z" the music.} 

2 On one or the other, my brother, 

You are building your hopes, day by day ; 
You are risking your soul on the works that you do: 
Will the dark waters sweep you away ? CHO. 

3 Your Saviour has warned you, my brother : 
I pray you, give heed to his voice : 

There is life on the rock, but there's death on the sand 
O, my brother, pray tell me your choice. CHO. 

4 No matter how careful, my brother, 
The sand for your house you prepare, 

'Twill be all swept away when the floods shall descend, 
Leaving nothing but death and despair. CHO. 

H. R. TKICKBTT. 
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK. 

WHERE ABE THE EEAPEES? 10s & 9s, with Chorus. 
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[First verse in the music.] 

2 Go out in the by-ways and search them all 
The wheat may be there, though the weeds are tall 
Then search in the highway, and pass none by, 
But gather from all for the home on high. 



3 The fields all are ripening, and far and wide 
The world now is waiting the harvest tide ; 
But reapers are few, and the work is great, 

And much will be lost should the harvest wait. OHO. 

4 Bo come with your sickles, ye sons of men, 
And gather together the golden grain ; 

Toil oh till the Lord of the harvest come, 

Ehen share ye his joy in the " harvest home." CHO. 

EBKN E. 

an 



NEW CHRISTIAN 
MOBE LIKE JESUS. 11s & 8s, with Chorus. 
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MORE like Jesus, more like Jesus would I be 

More like Jesus in submission, 

Like him trustful, unrepining, 
Patient like him, like him in humility. CHO. 

2 More like Jesus, more like Jesus would I be- 
More like Jesus, true and steadfast, 

Like him striving, ever doing, 
Earnest like him, like him in fidelity. CHO. 

3 Blessed Jesus, come and make me all like thee 
All like thee, O blessed Jesus, 

In the glory of thy manhood, 
In the beauty of thy spotless purity. CHO. 

F. MBRKICK. 
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[^ji verse in the music.] 

2 Now are we free there's no condemnation, 
Jesus provides a perfect salvation ; 
" Come unto me :" O hear his sweet call; 
Come, and he saves us once for all. Cho. 



3 "Children of God, "Ogto-ri-ous calling! 
Surely his grace will keep us from falling; 
Passing from death to life at his call, 
Blessed salvation, once for all ! Cho, 



P. P. BLISS. 
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Bj permi:Bioii of J. Church t Co. 



NA/ 



" WHOSOEVER heareth," shout, shout the sound ; 
Send the blessed tidings all the world around ; 
Spread the joyful news wherever man is found 
"Whosoever will, may come." CHO. 

2 Whosoever eometh, need not delay ; 
Now the door is open : enter ^yhile you may : 
Jesus is the true, the only Living way 

"Whosoever will, may come." CHO. 

3 "Whosoever will," the promise is secure; 
" Whosoever will" forever must endure ; 
"Whosoever will," 'tis life for evermore 

"Whosoever will, may come." CHO. 
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2 Lord Jesus, look down from thy throne in the skies, 
And help me to make a complete sacrifice : 

I give up myself, arid whatever I know : 

Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow. CHO. 

3 Lord Jesus, for this I most humbly entreat ; 
I wait, blessed Lord, at thy crucified feet ; 

By faith, for my cleansing, I see thy blood flow : 
Now wash me,*and I shall be whiter than snow. CHO. 

4 Lord Jesus, thou seest I patiently wait : 
Come now, and within me a new heart create. 

To those who have sought thee, thou never said'st No : 
Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow. CHO. 

JAMES NICHOLSON, 
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[first verse in the music.] 

2 Thro' the valley and shadow of death though I stray, 
Since thou art my Guardian, no evil I fear ; 

Thy rod shall defend me, thy staff be my stay ; 
No harm can befall, with my Comforter near. 

3 In the midst of affliction my table is spread ; 
With blessings unmeasured my cup runneth o'er ; 

With perfume and oil thou anointest my head 
O what shall I ask of thy providence more? 

4 Let goodness and mercy, my bountiful God, 
Still follow my steps till I meet thee above : 

1 seek, by the path which my forefathers trod, 
Through the land of their sojourn, thy kingdom of love. 

_ _ _ " J. MONTGOMERY 
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OUR Father in heaven, we hallow thy name: 
May thy kingdom holy, on earth be the same; 
O give to us daily our portion of bread 
It is from thy bounty that all must be fed. 

2 Forgive our transgressions, and teach us to know 
That humble compassion that pardons each foe ; 
Keep us from temptation, from weakness and sin, 
Ana thine be the glory forever. Amen. 

s. j. 
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How firm a foundation, ye saints of the Lord, 
Is laid for your faith, in his excellent word ! 
What more can he say than to you he has said, 
You who unto Jesus for refuge have fled ? 

2 In every condition in sickness, in health, 
In poverty's vale, or abounding in wealth, 

At home and abroad, on the land, on the sea 
As your days may demand, so your succor shall be. 

3 Fear not : I am with you : O be not dismayed : 
I, I am your God, and will still give you aid ; 

I'll strengthen you, help you, and cause you to stand, 
Upheld by my righteous, omnipotent hand. 

4 "Wnen through the deep waters I cause you to go, 
The rivers of sorrow shall not you o'erflow ; 

For I will be with you, your troubles to bless, 
And sanctify to you your deepest distress. 

5 When through fiery trials your pathway shall lie, 
My grace, all-sufficient, shall be your supply ; 

The flame shall not hurt you ; I only design 
Your dross to consume, and your gold to refine. 

6 E'en down to old age all my people shall prove 
My sovereign, eternal, unchangeable love ; 

And when hoary hairs shall their temples adorn, 
Like lambs they shall still in my bosom be borne. 

7 The soul that on Jesus hath leaned for repose, 
I will not, I can not desert to his foes ; 

That soul, though all hell should endeavor to shake, 
I'll never, no never, no never forsake. 

GBO. KEITH 
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Off [First verse in the music."] 

2 Delay not, delay not : why longer abuse 

The love and compassion of Jesus, our Lord? 
A fountain is opened how canst thou refuse 
To wash and be cleansed in his pardoning blood ? 

3 Delay not, delay not, O sinner, to come : 
For mercy still lingers, and calls thee to-day ; 

Her voice is not heard in the vale of the tomb ; 
' Her message, unheeded, will soon pass away. 

4 Delay not, delay not : the Spirit of grace, 

Long grieved and resisted, entreats thee to come: 
Beware, lest in darkness thou finish thy race, 
And sink to the vale of eternity's gloom. 

THOS. HASTINGS. 
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SINNERS, come to Christ the Saviour ; 

Now his gracious call obey ; 
Come : this is the day of favor ; 

Mercy calls : do not delay. 
Come to-day : 

Mercy calls : do not delay. 

2 Time, on lightning pinions flying, 
Sweeps the sons of earth away ; 

Every moment men are dying : 
Sinner, why do you delay ? 

Come to-day : 
Sinner, why do you delay 1 



Cud bj pet Hjlow ft Main. 



3 Hear the gospel invitation 
Einging in your ears to-day, 

Offering pardon and salvation : 
Sinner, come, without delay ; 

Come to-day ; 
Sinner, come without delay. 

4 By the Saviour's earthly pleading, 
Be persuaded to obey ; 

By his heavenly interceding, 
Be constrained, do.not delay ; 

Come to-day ; 
Be constrained, do not delay. 

L. H. JAMESON. 
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O TURN you, O turn you : for why will you die, 
When Gfod in his mercy is coming so nigh ? 
Now Jesus invites you ; the Spirit says, Come, 
And angels are waiting to welcome you home. 

2 How vain the delusion that, while you delay, 
Your hearts may grow better by staying away ! 
Come wretched, come starving, come just as you be ; 
Here streams of salvation are flowing most free. 

3 Here Jesus is ready your souls to receive : 

O how can you question, since now you believe? 
Since sin is your burden, why will you not come ? 
He now bids you welcome,he now says there's room. 

4 In riches, in pleasure, what can you obtain, 
To sooQie your affliction, or banish your pain ; 
To bear up your spirit, when summoned to die, 
Or waft you to mansions of glory on high ? 

JOSIAH HOPKINS. 
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COME, ye disconsolate, where'er you languish ; 

Come, at the shrine of God fervently kneel ; 
Here bring your wounded hearts, here tell your anguish 

Earth has no sorrow that heaven can not heal. 

2 Joy of the desolate, light of the straying, 
Hope of the penitent, fadeless and pure, 

Here speaks the Comforter, tenderly saying, 
Earth has no sorrow that heaven can not cure. 

3 Here see the bread of life ; see waters flowing 
Forth from the throne of God, pure from above ; 

Come to the feast of love come, ever knowing 
Earth has no sorrow but heaven can remove. 

THOMAS MOORK. 
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1st. 2nd. 



H. R. BISHOP. 
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By permiBsion. 

5 i>j# verse in ike music.'] 







2 Ye who have mourned when the spring flowers were taken ; 

When the ripe fruit fell richly to the ground ; 
When the loved slept, in brighter homes to waken, 

Where their pale brows with spirit-wreaths are crowned. 

.3 Large are the mansions in your Father's dwelling, 
Glad are the homes that sorrows never dim ; 

Sweet are the harps in holy music swelling, 
Soft are the tones which raise the heavenly hymn. 

4 There, like an Eden, blossoming in gladness, 
Bloom the fair flowers the earth too rudely pressed : 

. Come unto me, all ye who droop in sadness, 
Come unto me, and I will give you rest. 

UNKNOWN. 
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'MiD scenes of confusion and creature complaints, 
How sweet to my soul is communion with saints ; 
To find at the banquet of mercy there's room, 
And feel in the presence of Jesus at home ! CHO. 

2 Sweet bonds that unite all the children of peace ! 
And thrice blessed Jesus, whose love can not cease ! 
Though oft from thy presence in sadness I roam, 

I long to behold thee in glory, at home. CHO. 

3 While here in the valley of conflict I stray, 
O give me submission and strength as my day ; 
In all my afflictions to thee would I come, 
Eejoicing in hope of my glo-ri-ous home. CHO. 

4 I long, dearest Lord, in thy beauty to shine, 
No more as an exile in sorrow to pine ; 

And in thy dear image arise from the tomb, 

With glorified millions, to praise thee at home. OHO. 

DAVID DBNHAM. 
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HARK, sinner, while God from on high doth entreat thee, 

And warnings with accents of -mercy do blend ; 
Give ear to his voice, lest in judgment he meet thee : 
. " The harvest is passing, the summer will end." 

2 Despised and rejected, at length he may leave thee: 
What anguish and horror thy bosom will rend ! 

Then haste thee, O sinner, while he will receive thee: 
" The harvest is passing, the summer will end." 

3 Ere long, and Jehovah will come in his power; 
Our God will arise, with his foes to contend. 

Haste, haste thee, O sinner, prepare for that hour : 
" The harvest is passing, the summer will end." 

4 The Saviour will call thee in judgment before him : 
O bow to his scepter, and make him thy friend ; 

Now yield him thy heart ; make haste to adore him : 
" The harvest is passing, the summer will end." 
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JAMES LccAS. 
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COME, let us anew 

Our journey pursue 

Roll round with the year, 
And never stand still till the Master 
appear ; 

His adorable will 

Let us gladly fulfill, 

And our talents improve 
By the patience of hope, and the labor of love. 

2 Our life is a dream ; 
Our time, as a stream, 
Glides swiftly away, 
And the fugitive moment refuses to stay ; 



The arrow is flown, 
The moment is gone, 
The millennial year 
Rushes on to our view, and eternity's near 

3 O that each, in the day 

Of his coming, may say, 

" I have fought my way through ; 

I have finished the 'work thoU didst 

give me to do ! " 
O that each from his Lord 
May receive the glad word, 
" Well and faithfully done 

Enter into my joy and sit down on my throne "I 

CHARLES WESLEY. 
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TIME is winging us away 

To our eternal home; 
Life is but a winter's day, 

A journey to the tomo. 
Youth and vigor soon will flee, 

Blooming .beauty lose its charms ; 
All that's mortal soon shall be 

Enclosed in death's cold arms. 



2 Time is winging us away 

To our eternal home ; 
Life is but a winter's day, 

A journey to the tomb ; 
But the Christian shall enjoy 

Health, and beauty soon above, 
Far beyond the world's alloy, 

Secure in Jesus' love. 

JOHN BuRTOi. 
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O O O \First verse in the music."] 

2 This comfort is mine, since the favor divine 
I have found in the blood of the Lamb. 

Since the truth I believed, what a joy I've received, 
What a heaven in Jesus' blest name ! 

3 'Tis a heaven below my Redeemer to know ; 
And the angels can do nothing more 

Than to fall at his feet, and the story repeat, 
And the Lover of sinners adore. 

4 Jesus all the day long is my joy and my song: 
O that all to this refuge may fly ! 

He has loved me, I cried ; he has suffered and died 
To redeem such, a rebel as I ! 

5 On the wings of his love I am carried above 
All my sin and temptation and pain : 

O why should I grieve, while on him I believe ? 
O why should I sorrow again ? 

6 O the rapturous height of that holy delight, 
Which I find in the life-giving blood ! 

Of my Saviour possessed, I am perfectly blessed, 
"Being filled with the fullness of God ! 

7 Now my remnant of days will I spend to his praise, 
Who has died, me from sin to redeem ; 

Whether many or few, all my years are his due 
They shall all be devoted to him. 

8 What a mercy is this ! what a heaven of bliss ! 
How unspeakably happy am I ! 

Gathered into the fold, with believers enrolled 
With believers to live and to die ! 

CHARLES WKSLSY. 
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SOWING in the morning, sowing seeds of kindness ; 

Sowing in the noontide, and the dewy eves; 
Waiting for the harvest, and the time of reaping 

We shall come rejoicing, bringing in the sheaves. CHO. 

2 Go and tell the nations now in heathen blindness; 
Tell them Jesus died now no excuse he leaves ; 

Bid them come to Jesus thus prepare the harvest : 
You shall come rejoicing, bringing in the sheaves. CHO. 

3 Sowing in the sunshine, sowing in the shadows ; 
Fearing neither clouds nor winter's chilling breeze; 

By and by the harvest, and, our labors ended, 
We shall come rejoicing, bringing in the sheaves. CHO, 

KNOWLBS SHAW. 
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2 How much of thy time dost thou give to the Lord? 

Say, brother, O say ! 
How much of thy time dost thou study his word ? 

Say, brother, O say ! 
How many poor souls art thou leading from sin ? 

Say, brother, O say ! 
How many for Christ art thou striving to win ? 

Say, brother, O say ! 

3 How far on thy journey to heaven art thou? 

Say, brother, O say ! 
If Jesus should call, are you ready just now? 

Say, brother, O say ! 
How bright is the crown that is waiting for thee 

Say, brother, O say ! 
When Jesus shall call you across the dark sea? 

Say, brother, O say ! D. R, LUCAS 
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[Firsf verse in the music ^ 

2 To the work ! to the work ! Let the hungry be fed ; 
To the fountain of life let the weary be led : 

In the cross and its banner our glory shall be, 

While we herald the tidings, "Salvation is free ! " CHO. 

3 To the work ! to the work ! There is labor for all ; 
For the kingdom of darkness and error shall fall, 
And the name of Jehovah exalted shall be 

In the loud-swelling chorus, " Salvation is free ! " CHO. 

4 To the work ! to the work, in the strength of the Lord ! 
And a robe and a crown shall our labor reward, 

When the home of the faithful our dwelling shall be, 
And we shout with the ransomed, " Salvation is free ! " 
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O J7 vx \First verse in the music.} 

2 Is it far to that peaceful shore, 

Where the aching heart shall sorrow not again ; 
Where the friends who meet shall part nevermore. 

But with Christ forever reign ? CHO. 



3 Is it far to the plains of light, 
To that eity with its jasper walls aglow, 

Where the glory of the Lord is the light V 
To that home, say, will you go? CHO. 
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TARRY with me, O my Saviour : 
For the day is passing by ; 

See, the shades of evening gather, 
And the night is drawing nigh. 

CHO. Tarry with me, blessed Saviour; 

Leave me not till morning light : 
For I'm lonely here without thee : 

Tarry with me through the night. 

2 Many friends were gatiwred rand me 
In the bright days of the 

19 



But the grave has closed above them, 
And I linger here at last. CHO. 

3 Deeper, deeper grow the shadows, 
Paler now the glowing west ; 

Swift the night of death advances: 
Shall it be the night of rest? CHQ. 

4 Tarry with me, O my Saviour ; 
Lay my head upon thy breast 

Till the morning; then awake me 
Morning of eternal rest. CHO. 

MRS. Q S. Sutra. 
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THE GLOBIOUS LAND. 9s & 10s, with Chorus, 
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** ^ ^ [J<yrj< rje zw the music.} 

2 Outgushing beneath the throne of God, 
And of the blest Lamb at his right hand, 

Thence runneth the crystal stream of life, 
A fountain of joy in that Glorious Land. 



3 In th' midst of the street on either side, 
The tree of life, arching the way, o'ershades, 

With health-giving foliage far and wide 
No sickness this Glo-ri-ous Land invades. CHO. 

4 Twelve manner of fruits hang pendent there, 
And they who partake shall never die 

With Jesus they dwell, and ever &aare 
The joys of that Glo-ri-ous Land on high. Coo. 
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5 Th' afflictions of life are brief and light, 

While faith looks beyond the dark Jordan's strand, 
Where splendidly shine the mansions bright, 
Which Jesus prepares in that Glorious Land. CHO. 

6 Then come, my dear brethren, let us haste 
To finish our work with unfaltering hand, 

And soon the sweet joys of heaven we'll taste, 
With all the redeemed, in that Glorious Land. CHO. 

A. D. FlLLMORB. 
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IN THE Lamb's book of life that is kept in heaven, 
Are written the names of those forgiven : 
Is my name written there ? CHO. 

2 All the good that I do is there recorded, 
And in heaven by grace I'll be rewarded : 

Is my name written there? CHO. 

3 Though my life may be fraught with afflictions fearfuJr, 
I can bear with it all, and my heart be cheerful, 

If my name's written there. CHO. 

w. T. GIKF 
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DO*T [First and second verses in the mafic.'] 

3 Waiting, hoping, trusting ever, 
For a home of boundless love ; 
lake a pilgrim, looking forward 
To the land of bliss above. CHO. 


4 Hoping soon to meet the loved ones 
Where the " many mansions" be ; 
Listening for the happy welcome 
Of my Saviour calling me. CHO. 
W. G. limn. 
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[First verse in the music.} 

2 Beyond this land of toiling, sowing, and reaping, 
Far beyond the shadows, darkening this, 

And far beyond the sighing, moaning, and weeping, 
Lies the summer-land of bliss. REF. 

3 Beyond this land of sinning, fainting, and falling, 
Z?ar beyond the doublings, darkening this, 

And far beyond the griefs and dangers befalling, 
lies the summer-land of bliss. BEF. 

4 Beyond this land of waiting, seeking, and sighing, 
Far beyond the sorrows, darkening this, 

And far beyond the pain and sickness and dying, 
Lies the summer-laud of bliss. BEF. 

MRS. M. B. C. 
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696 

BE OF good cheer, ye friends of Jesus; 

Never succumb to doubts and fears ; 
Cherish the great and precious promise, 

"To reign with Christ a thousand 

years." 
To reign a thousand years with Jesus, 

Free from all trials, toils and tears 
This is the Father's precious promise, 

"To reign with Christ a thousand 
years." 

2 Be of good cheer : earth's night of 
sorrow 

Shortly will close, with all its fears ; 
Then shall arise the glorious morrow, 

The reign with Christ a thousand years. 
To reign a thousand years with Jesus 

More than requites for all our tears ; 
This is the sure and gracious promise, 

*' To reign with Christ a thousand 
yews." 



3 Be of good cheer: time's painful 

conflicts 

All will be done when Christ appears; 
Then will begin the glorious era, 

The reign with Christ a thousand years* 
To reign a thousand years with Jesus, 
Far from the tempter's lures and snares, 
With the redeemed of every nation 
Reigning with Christ a thousand 
years. 

4 Be of good cheer : ten thousand ages 
Perfect in bliss and free from tears. 

Soon will begin their endless cycle, 
Reigning with Christ a thousand 

years. 

Ten thousand times ten thousand ages, 
Freedom from sin and death and tears 
What an " eternal weight of glory " 
Comes with that reign of a thousand 
years! 

L. . 
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Sweet By-and-By. 
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The Beautiful Riven 
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THERE'S a land that is fairer than day, 
And by faith we can see it afar ; 

For the Father waits over the way, 
To prepare us a dwelling-place there. 

CHO. In the sweet by-and-by, 
We shall meet on that beautiful shore; 
In the sweet by-and-by. 
We shall meet on that beautiful shore. 

2 We shall sing on that beautiful shore 
The melodious songs of the blest ; 

And oar spirits shall sorrow no more 
Not a sigh for the blessing of rest 

3 To our bountiful Father above 
We will offer the tribute of praise, 

For the glorious gifts of his love, 

And the blessings that hallow our days 

S. FILLMORE BENNETT. 
698 He Home Over There. 




O THINK of the home over there, 
By the side of the river of light. 
Where the saints, all immortal and fair, 
Are robed in their garments of -white 
Over there, over there, 
O think of the home over there. 

2 6 think of the friends over there, 
Who before us the journey have trod, 

Of the songs that they breathe on the air, 
In their home hi the palace of God 
Over there, 'over there, 
O think of the friends over there. 

3 My Saviour is now over there ; 
There my kindred and friends are at rest: 

Then away from my sorrow and care, 
Let me fly to the land of the blest. 
Over there, over there, 
My Saviour is now over there. 

4 I'll soon be at home over there, 
For the end of my journey I see ; 
Many dear to my heart over there, 

Are watching and waiting for me. 
Over there, over there, 
I'll soon be at home over there. 

DtW.Ct HOMTINSTOM. 



we gather at the river 
Where bright angel feet have trod : 
With its crystal tide forever 
Flowing by the throne of God ? 

CHO. Yes, we'll gather at the river, 
The beautiful, the beautiful river- 
Gather with the saints at the river 
That flows by the throne of God. 

2 On the margin of the river, 
Washing up its silver spray, 

We will walk and worship ever, 
All the happy golden day. 

3 Ere we reach the shining river, 
Lay we every burden down ; 

Grace our spirits will deliver, 
And provide a robe and crown. 

4 Soon we'll reach the silver river, 
Soon our pilgrimage will cease; 

Soon our happy hearts will quiver 
With the melody of peace. 

ROBERT LOWRY. 

700 the Harvest Be? 




SOWING the seed by the daylight fair, 
Sowing the seed by the noonday glan?, 
Sowing the seed by the fading light, 
Sowing the seed in the solemn night ; 
O what shall the harvest be? 

CHO. Sown in the darkness or sown in the light 
Sown in our weakness or sown in our might. 
Gathered in time or eternity, 
Sure, ah I sure will the harvest be. 

2 Sowing the seed by the wayside high, 
Sowing the seed on the rocks to die, 
Sowing the seed where the thorns will spoil 
Sowing the seed in the fertile soil : 

O what shall the harvest be? 

3 Sowing the seed with an aching heart, 
Sowing the seed while the tear-drops start 
Sowing in hope till the reapers coma 
Gladly to gather the harvest home: 

O what shall the harvest be ? 

MBS. EMILY S. 
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Shall "We Know Eaoli 



we hear the music ringing 

In the bright celestial dome, 
When sweet angel voices, singing, 

Gladly bid us welcome home 
To the land of ancient story, 

Where the spirit knows no care, 
Jn that land of light and glory, 

ShaU we know each other there? 

2 When the holy angels meet us, 
As we go to join their band, 

Shall we know the friends that greet us 
In the glorious spirit-land ? 

Shall we see the same eyes shining 
On us as in days of yore ? 

Shall we feel their dear arms twining 
Fondly round us as before? 

3 Yes, my earth-worn soul rejoices, 
And my weary heart grows h'ght ; 

For the sweet and cheerful voices, 
And the forms so pure and bright, 

That shah* welcome us ha heaven, 
Are the loved of long ago ; 

And to them 'tis kindly giv&n, 
Thus then* mortal friends to know. 

4 O ye weary, sad, and tossed ones, 
Droop not, faint not by the way : 

Ye shall join the loved and just ones 
In the land of perfect day. 

Harp-strings touched by angel fingers, 
Murmured in my raptured ear 

Evermore their sweet song lingers 
We shall know each other there. 

ROBERT LOWRY. By per. 
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Here and Yonder. 
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HERE we are but straying pilgrims, 
Here our path is often dim; 

But to cheer us on our journey, 
Still we sing this wayside hymn : 

CMO. Yonder, over the rolling river, 

Where the shining mansions rise, 
Soon will be our home forever, 
And the smile of the blessed Giver 
Gladden all our longing eyes. 



2 Here our fleet are often weary, 
On the hills that throng our way; 

Here the tempest darkly gathers, 
But our hearts within us say: 

3 Here our souls are often fearful 
Of the pilgrim's lurking foe ; 

But the Lord is our defender, 
And he tells us we may know : 

4 Here our shadowed homes are transient, 
And we meet the stranger's frown; 

So we'll sing with joy while going, 
E'en to death's dark billow down : 

I. N. CARMAN. 

7O3 . 

I wJ i^ ninety and Nine. 
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THERE were ninety and nine .that 
safely lay 

In the shelter of the fold, 
But one had wandered far away, 

In the desert so lone and cold- 
Away on the mountains wild arid bare, 
Away from the Shepherd's tender care. 

2 Shepherd, hast thou not here thy 

ninety and nine ? 
Are they not enough for thee? 
But the Shepherd replied, " This one 

of mine, 

Has wandered away from me ; 
The way may be wild, and rough, and 

steep, 
I go to the desert to find my sheep." 

3 But none of the ransomed ever knew 
How deep were the waters crossed 

Nor how dark was the night the Lord 

passed through' 

Ere he found the sheep that was lost; 
Away in the desert he heard its cry, 
So feeble, and helpless, and ready to die: 

4 And afar up the mountain, thun- 

der-riven, 

And along the rocky steep, 
There arose the glad song of joy to 

heaven, 

"Rejoice: I have found my sheep ! " 
And the angels echoed around the 

throne, 

"Rejoice: for the Lord brings back 
his own ! " 

ELIZABETH C. CLEFHANK. 
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IN THE Christian's home in glory 
There remains a land of rest ; 

There my Saviour's gone before me, 
To fulfill my soul's request. 

CHO. There is rest for the weary, 
There is rest for the weary, 
There is rest for the weary, 

There is rest for you ; 
On the other side of Jordan, 
In the sweet fields of Eden, 
Where the tree of life is blooming, 

There is rest for you. 

2 He is fitting up my mansion, 
Which eternally shall stand ; 

For my stay shall not be transient 
In that holy, happy land. 

3 Pain or sickness ne'er shall enter, 
Grief nor woe my lot shall share; 

But in that celestial center 
I a crown of life shall wear. 

4 Death itself shall then be vanquished, 
And his sting shall be withdrawn : 

Shout for gladness, O ye ransomed ; 
Hail with joy the rising morn. 

SAMUEL Y. HARMEK. 
7OO yield not to Temptation. 




YIELD not to temptation : 
For yielding is sin ; 

Each victory will help you 
Some other to win : 
ight manfully onward, 
Dark passions subdue, 

Look ever to Jesus : 
He'll carry you through. 

CHO. Ask the Saviour to help you, 
Comfort, strengthen, and keep you ; 
He is willing to aid you, 
He wifl carry you through. 

2 Shun evil companions, 
Bad language disdain, 

God's name hold in rev'renee 
Nor take it in Tain ; 



Be thoughtful and earnest, 
Kind-hearted and true, 

Look ever to Jesus : 
He'll carry you through. 

3 To him that o'ercometh 

God giveth a crown ; 
Through faith we shall conquer, 

Though often cast down ; 
He who is our Saviour 

Our strength will renew : 
Look ever to Jesus : 

He'll carry you through. 

H. R. PALMER. 
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" ALMOST persuaded " now to believe; 

"Almost persuaded" Christ to receive. 
Seems now some soul to say, 
" Go, Spirit, go thy way, 
Some more convenient day 
On thee I'll call." 

2 " Almost persuaded," come, come to-day, 
" Almost persuaded," turn not away. 

Jesus invites you here, 
Angels are lingering near ; 
Prayers rise from hearts so dear : 
O wanderer, come ! 

3 " Almost persuaded," harvest is past; 
" Almost persuaded," doom comes at last; 

" Almost" can not avail; 
" Almost '' is but to fail- 
Sad, sad the bitter wail 
"Almost, but lost!" 

P. P. BLISS. 

Beautiful Zion. 
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BEAUTIFUL Zion, built above 
Beautiful city that I love ; 
Beautiful gates of pearly white; 
Beautiful temple God its light ! 
He who was slain on Calvary 
Opens those pearly gates to me. 

2 Beautiful heaven, where all is light; 
Beautiful angels, clothed in white, 
Beautiful strains that never tire, 
Beautiful harps through all the choir / 
There shall I join the chorus sweet, 
Worshiping at the Saviour's feet. 
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3 Beautiful crowns on every brow, 
Beautiful palms the conquerors show, 
Beautiful robes the ransomed wear, 
Beautiful all who enter there ! 
Thither I press with eager feet ; 
There shall my rest be long and sweet. 

4 Beautiful throne for Christ our King ; 
Beautiful songs the angels sing ; 
Beautiful rest all wanderings cease ; 
Beautiful home of perfect peace ! 
There shall my eyes the Saviour see : 
Haste to this heavenly home with me. 

GEORGE GILL. 
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Home of the Soul. 






i sing you a song of that beau- 
tiful land, 

The far-away home of the soul, 
Where no storms ever beat on the 

glittering strand, 
While the years of eternity roll. 

2 O that home of the soul, in my 

visions and dreams, 
Its bright, jasper walls I can see, 
Till I fancy but thinly the vail inter- 
venes 
Between the fair city and me. 

3 There the great Tree of Life in its 

beauty doth grow, 
And the Biver of Life floweth by; 
For no death ever enters that city, 

you know, 
And nothing that maketh a lie. 

4 O how sweet it will be in that beau- 

tiful land, 

So free from all sorrow and pain, 
With songs on our lips, and with 

harps in our hands, 
To meet one another again ! 

MRS. E. H. GATES. 
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I AM waiting for the Master, 
Who will rise and bid me come 

To the glory of his presence, 
To the gladness of his home. 



CHO. They are watching at the portal, 
They are waiting at the door, 

Waiting only for my coming 
All the loved ones gone before. 

2 Many Mends that traveled with me 
Beached that portal long ago ; 

One by one they left me battling 
With the dark and crafty foe. 

3 O how soon shall I be with them, 
And shall join their glorious throng, 

There to mingle in then* worship, 
And to swell their mighty song ! 

4 Yet, O Lord, I wait thy pleasure, 
For thy time and ways are best : 

Hear me, Lord, for I am weary ; 
O, my Father, bid me rest. 

KATE M. REASONER. 
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Safe within the Vail. 
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" LAND ahead ! " Its fruits are waving 
O'er the hills of fadeless green ; 

And the living waters laving 
Shores where heavenly forms are seen. 

CHO. Bocks and storms I'll fear no more, 
When on that eternal shore : 

Drop the anchor ; furl the sail : 
I am safe within the vail. 

2 Onward, bark : the cape I'm rounding": 
See the blessed wave their hands ; 

Hear the harps of God resounding 
From the bright immortal bands. 

3 Now we're safe from all temptation, 
All the storms of life are past : 

Praise the Bock of our salvation : 
We are safe at home at last. 

E. ADAMS. 

* ' ' Doxology. 
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[Inserted by request^ 

PRAISE God, from whom all Blessings flow; 
Praise him, all creatures here below ; 
Praise him above, ye heavenly host; 
Praise Father, Son and Holy Ghost. 

THOS. KEN. 
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713 ITIS GOOD TO BE HERE, 



J. H. PAINTEB. 
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714 HEAVENLY FATHER, LEAD ME. 



GRACE GLENN. 




J. H. F. New arrangement. 



1. Lead me, oh, my heavenly Father, Lead me ev - er-more, I pray; 

2. Close above me storm-clouds gather, Fraught with thunder deep and long; 

3. Earth has sins and Joys and sorrows, Crowding oft 'twixt thee and thine ; 



-f-?- 



r= 



iS 



f f 



f=E=y 



F* 



EE 



irine. 








D. S. 



Sub - tie tempters close be - set me, Lead me, lest I go a - stray. 
All the way is dark and stormy, I am weak, but thou art strong. 
I would still, thro' all its portions, Feel thy hand close clasping mine. 
Lead me gen-tty, lead me firm - ly, One step high- er ev -'ry day. 
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715 I BRING MYSELF TO THEE, 

C. W. BLAKE. Response to " I GAVE MY LIFE FOR THEE." 
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1. Thy pre-cious side was riv'n, Thy blood flowed forth for 

2. Thou cam'st from heav-en down, And suffer'dst much and 

3. Thy suff'rings borne for me, My soul may nev - er 

4. Sal - va - tion, par -don, love, All these thou bring-est 



me; 
long, 
know, 
me 









rv 




, t* 9 


i 5 


II 


P P * ^ 




1 


*~i 


Z ^u 




p r 


^H 


p 


m 




1 


^4 


- 






. ...._-. p .r.... 




i \ i i 






, 1 




p 


b . b ! J ^ 





1 Is \ 


* 




t 1 






" f y ~ y 



m 



js- 



5 



My sins are all for - giv'n, What can I do for Thee ? 

That I might wear a crown, And join the ransomed throng. 

" Of bit - t'rest ag - o - ny. And deep - est depths of woe. 

My grat - i - tude to prove What can I bring to Thee? 
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'Tis not, 'tis not e - nough for me To leave my sins for Thee ; 
'Tis not, 'tis not e - nough for me To give 'my heart to Thee ; 
I'll bear, I'll bear the cross for Thee, Who bore the shame for me ; 

I bring my- self to Thee, "Thy will be done," in me; 
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'Tis not, 'tis not e- nough for me To leave my sins for Thee. 
'Tis not, 'tis not e- nough forme To give my heart to Thee. 
I'll bear, I'll bear the cross for Thee, Who bore the shame for me. 
I bring, I bring my- self to Thee, " Thy will be done," in me. 
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716 WOBK, BEOTHEE. 



MBS. G. L. SHACKLOCK. 



J. H. ROSKCBANS. 






^t 



1. Have you worked in the Master's vineyard? Have you led to the nar-row way 
2 Have you worked in the Master's vineyard? Have you sought by your life to prove 

3. Is the light of your lamp a beacon That will guide the wand'rers home? 

4. Have you sheltered the poor and needy? Have you brightened their hearts and homes" 
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A - ny fainting and falt'ring brother, Who has gone from the fold a-stray? 
That you walk in the narrow pathway, That you trust in the Saviour's love? 
Have you laid up a golden har-vest For the life in the world to come ? 
Can you of-fer the sheaves of gladness When the Lord of the harvest comes ? 
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Work, brother, for the Master com-eth; Work, brother, he will say to thee: 
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"For thee I left the realms of glo - ry, What hast thou done for me?" 
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717 ABE YOU DOEES OF THE WORD? 



H. R. TBICKETT. 



J. H. P. 



1. Are you do - ers of the Word, O my brothers' Are you keep-era 

2. Are you do - ers of the Word, O my brothers ? Are you walk-ing 

3. Are you do - ers of the Word, O my brothers ? Are you keep-ing 

4. Are you do - ers of the Word, O my brothers? Are you look-ing 
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of the say-ings of the Lord ? All in vain are your pro - fes-sions, 
in the footsteps of the Lord ? You are build-ing on the quicksand, 
the commandments of the Lord ? Do not tell me of your feel-ings, 
for the coining of the Lord ? All in vain your ex - pec - ta-tions, 

& * ^ . . .. .~. - - - . - * * 



CHORUS. 

N 



E@ 



my brothers, If you be not do - ers of the Word. Are 



you 



!r=3x.T=rc 



p^b- ^ _^ _j -p _J2_ 


__j _j _j j 


* Ik 


IM/ & m ^ M p 


- -J ^- r f * 


=d^ 


J t U i 
do - ers (of the Word?) Are you 

^ f^ fc ' N j N \ 


y> V - 
do - ers (of tl: 

- 5 t t -* i * 


IX 1 ' 

ic Word ?) For our 

- =? f r 


P. is N is ,, 






k. f* * ! * IS - 


1 ^ 1*1 1 L I- - 






U J- .P-4-=^ ^= J 1 


J 1 - 


t 1 * * * J J * 1 c) . * * i~S 9 9 

hear-ing with-out do - ing is in vain ! Christ has told us and has 
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warned us, O my brothers, We must do if the blessing we would gain. 
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718 I WILL FOLLOW JESUS, 



R. E. HUDSON. 



fe J. j 

^-=^5 * 9 



^ ^^ ^^ 

1. Down in the val-ley with my Saviour I would go, Where the flow'rs are 

2. Down in the val-ley with my Saviour I would go, Where the storms are 

3. Down in the val-ley, or up - on the mountain steep, Close be - side my 
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bloom-ing and the sweet waters flow ; Ev - 'ry-where he leads me I would 
sweep-ing and the dark waters flow ; With his hand to lead me I will 
Sav - iour would my soul ev - er keep; He will lead me safe-ly in the 
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fol - low, fol - low on, Walking in his footsteps till the crown be won. 
nev - er, nev - er fear, Dangers can not fright me, if my Lord is near, 
path that he has trod, Up to where they gather on the hills of God. 
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Fol-low, fol -low, I will fol -low Je-sus! A-ny- where, ev-'ry-where, 
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I will fol - low on ; Fol - low, fol - low, I will fol - low 
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Je - sus! Ev - 'ry-where he leads me I will fol - low on. 
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719 WOEK, WATCH, PEAY, 



GEACE GLENN. 
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1. Work when the morn-ing shin - eth, Work when the noon-day gleams, 
2. Work with a heart in - spir - ing, Work with a read - y hand, 
3. Work till the summons com - eth, " Join with the hosts at rest," 
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Work when the day de - clin - eth, Work in the mid - night dreams. 
Work for the pure and ho - ly, Work for the true and grand. 
So shall thy days be joy - f ul, So shall thy nights be blest. 
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Work, watch, pray, 
Work and watch and pray, 
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Work and watch and pray, 
-+-.*. _+*- + 


1 
- ter 


I 
come. 

^-s 










j .= 


5* * 


2 






;S 


p 










L 




P 






3* 






_^^ r? 






m i 


\ 


i * 

















T 


r 




' * * i? 


r 














1 ' 




y s' 


( 











306 



720 OUT OF SELF AND INTO THEE, 



JESSIE H. BROWN. 



m 



=333 



J. H. FlLLMOBE. 
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1. Out of sad-ness in - to gladness, Saviour, thou hast bidden me ; 

2. Out of ter-ror, out of er-ror, Out of all that darkness brings, 

3. Out of seem-ing, out of dreaming, Out of earth's un-cer-tain-ty, 
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.In -to bless -ing, all pos-sess - ing, Out of self and in - to thee. 
In - to un - ion and commun-ion With the ho - ly King of kings. 
In - to sure - ness and se - cureness Out of self and in - to thee. 
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thee ! Lord, thy wondrous love I see ; 
in-to thee ! Lord, thy wondrous love 
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Let me dai - ly far-ther 
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721 HARVEST TIME. 



Dr. THOMAS HASTINGS. 



C. 8. CABLB. 
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1. He that go- eth forth with weeping, Bearing precious seed in love, , 
2. Soft descend the dews of heav-en, Bright the rays ce-les-tial shine; 
3. Sow thy seed, be nev - er wea - ry, Let no fears thy soul an - noy ; 
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Nev-er tir -ing, nev- er sleep-ing, Find-eth mer-cy from a-bove. 
Precious fruits will thus be giv- en, Thro' the influence all di-vine. 
Be the prospect ne'er so drear-y, Thou shalt reap the fruits of joy. 
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Lo ! the scene of ver - durebright'ning, In the rising grain ap - pear ; 
Lo ! the scene of verdure bright'ning,In the rising grain appear ; 




. 



-f 



t 



i LU $~v=$\ i ip k-Lu ^~T=g^p 



3^ 



: 



i 



i 



51 



=3 



P i- 



3t 






* t-^-t-^rf- 

\ v P v y \ 



T-* 



See the waving fields are whitening, For the harvest-time is near. 
See the waving fields are whitening, 
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722 IS YOUB IAMP STILL BURNING. 



PBISCILLA J. OWENS. 



I. BALTZELL. 
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1. Are you Christ's light bearer? Of his joy a shar-er? Is this dark world 
2. Is your heart warm glowing, With his love o'er-flowing, And his goodness 
3. Keep your altars burning, Wait your Lord's returning, While your heart'sdeep 
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fair - er For your cheering ray ; Is your bea - con light - ed, Guid-ing 
showing, More and more each day ? Are you pressing onward, With Christ's 
yearning Draws him ev - er near ; With his radiance splendid Shall your 

D. S. Are you ev - er ivait - ing for your 
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souls be-night-ed To the land of per-fect day? 

faith - f ul vanguard, In the safe and nar-row way ? Oh, brother, is your 

light be blended When his glo - ry shall ap-pear? 

LorcFs re - turning? Are you watching day by day? 
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lamp trimmed and burning? Is the world made brighter by its cheering ray ? 
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723 THE WATER. OF LIFE, 



H. R. TBICKETT. 



FKBD. A. FJLLMOKE. 
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1. In the des - ert of sor - row and sin, Lo ! I faint as I 
2. In my weakness I turn to the fount, From the Rock that was 
3. thou God of com-pas-sion, I pray, Let me ev - er a- 
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a - long ; With the war - fare without and with -in, See my 
for me; And I drink and I joy-ful - ly count All my 
thy sight ; Let me drink of the fount day by day, Till I 
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THE WATER OF LIFE, Concluded, 
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724 THE LOVE OF JESUS. 



D. R. LUCAS. 
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1. There is no love like the love of Je-sus, Known in the tide of time, 
2. There is no love like the love of Je-sus, Bright as a fadeless ray, 
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For all the a-ges the years gone by, That love ap- pears sub-lime. 
That comes in peace from the cross divine, To nev-er fade a - way. 

It is the glo-ry that lights the throne, The throne of th" great I AM. 
D. S. sons of men, take the love of Je - sus, Offered to all to thce. 
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725 WE HAVE AN ANCHOR, 



PEISCILLA J. OWENS. 



W. J. KIKKPATRICK, by per. 
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1. Will your an-chor hold in the storms of life, When the clouds unfold 
2. It is safe-ly moored, 'twill the storm withstand, For 'tis well se-cured 
3. It will firm-ly hold in the straits of fear, When the breakers have told 
4. It will sure-ly hold in the floods of death, When the wa-ters cold 
5. When our eyes be-hold thro' the gath'ring night, The city of gold, 
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with their wings of strife? When the strong tides lift and the cables strain, 
by the Saviour's hand, And the ca-bles passed from His heart, to mine, 
the reef is near, Tho' the tem-pest rave and the wild winds blow, 
chill our lat-est breath, On the ris - ing tide it can nev - er fail, 
our harbor bright, We shall an-chor fast by the heav'nly shore, 
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Will your an-chor drift, or firm re - main ? 

Can de - fy the blast thro' strength di-vine. We have an an-chor that 

Not an angry wave shall our bark o'er - flow. 

While our hopes a - bide with-in the veil. 

With the storms all past for ev - er - more. 
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WE HAVE AN ANCHOR, Concluded. 




Rock which can not move, Grounded firm and deep in the Saviour's love. 
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726 THE LOED IS EISEH. 



MBS. A. L. DAVISON. 



J. H. F. 
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1. The Lord is ris-en thro', the gloom That darkens round the sacred tomb, 
2. "And forth he came, the Lord of all, He cast aside Death's i - cy thrall, 
3. "The night is over, and the light Of day's sweet dawning groweth bright; 
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I hear an-gel-ic voices say, " We rolled the guarding stone a-way." 
And by that wondrous vie-to -ry, He gave im-mor-tal life to thee." 
Behold thy Lord, thy Saviour, King, What joy to earth this day doth bring." 
D. S. No longer wilt thou drooping stay, The Lord is ris-en, come a-way. 
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The Lord is ris - en, O my soul, What waves of glory round thee roll ; 
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727 CHRIST IS EISEN FROM THE DEAD, 



0. F. Al/EXAXDER. 



CHAS. M. FlLI/MOKE. 



n 




1 










"V ' rp f i k. 




1 1 


i 


















JL j /L * p\ T 




J- J 






k. N 












I 






4 4 


J 


Sa, 


P _P 


g 




- - 







J 


\y\) 7*4 4 J 




* * 


f 


<# 


J m 











ffl 


y * o_g_^ww 5, . 

1. He is ris-en, he is ris-en, Tell it out with joy- ful voice: 
2. He is ris-en, he is ris-en, He hath opened heav-en's gate ; 
3. Blessed Lord, let all adore thee, Saints on earth and saints in heav'n ; 
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He has burst his three days' prison, Let the whole wide earth rejoice. 
"We are free from sin's dark prison, Ris - en to a ho-lier state. 
Ev-'ry creature bow be-fore thee, Who hast all their be -ing giv'n. 
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Christ is ris - en, Halle - lu - jah, Christ is ris - en, Hal - le - lu - jah, 
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Christ is ris - en, Hal-le - lu- jah, Christ is ris - en from the dead. 
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728 TRUST ON, 



ANON. 



GEO. C. STEBBINS. 
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1. Trust on! trust on, be-liev - er! Tho' long the con - flict be, 

2. Trust on ! trust on ; thy fail - ings May bow thee to the dust, 

3. Trust on! the dan-ger press - es; Temp - ta - tion strong is near, 

4. O Christ is strong to save us, He is a faith - ful Friend, 
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Thou yet shalt prove vie - to - rious; Thy God shall fight for 
But in thy deep - est sor - row, O give not up thy 
Yet o'er life's dang'rous rap - ids, He shall thy pas - sage 
Trust on ! trust on, be - liev - er, O trust Him to the 
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Tho' dark the night and drear: 
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Trust on ! . . trust on ! . . The morn-ing dawn is near, 
trust on! trust on! 
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729 THE KINGDOM SHALL STAND, 



J.H.F. 
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heaven remains ; It is built on a rock and the Lord is its King, 
torrents descend, And the strong gates of hell may as - sail it in vain, 
now en - ter in ; There's a wel-come for all who will turn to the Lord, 
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THE KINGDOM SHALL STAND, Concluded, 
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It shall stand, For - ev-er and ev-er. A-men and A-men. 
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1. I ask not, Lord, for less to bear, 
2. I pray for naught that earth can give, 
3. Give me a hum - ble peace-ful heart, 


Of bur-dens here be - low ; 
Of wealth or fame or pow'r ; 
From pride and en - vy free; 
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Nor do I pray that I may share Earth's pleasures as 
Nor would I wis'h to ev - er live, In sin's dark, try 
From all im-pur - i - ties a -part, And more, my God, 
D.S. AndTcnowing, give me strength to do, And thy be-hests 
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But this I pray: Make me to know Thy ho- ly, sov'reign will; 
For 3d verse. 
Yes, this I pray, etc. 
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731 THE OLDEN STOEY. 

CHAS. M. FILLMOKK J. H. ROSECK> f8. 
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Said un - to the hard - y fish-ers, " Leave your nets and fol-low 
"All who la - bor heav - y - lad-en, Come," he says, " come un-to 
Un - to each one comes the message, " Give up all and fol - low 


(5" 

me?" 
me." 
me." 


? ^; 




f - 


p r 


p p 


in * 1 




s 






& 


i 


tt : V,\ 




i P K 


" ^ 


r r r 






i ^ 1 




! , V, 




i> 


^ 


i* i* 


.1 


^ ^ 
ii CHORUM. 




i i 

N N N N f 


^ 


W Trlf 1 








j ^ j j 


1 


MfL ft i \ 




h* d * 




^ ^ ^ o 


f 1 


VMy ^ 9, 


s 


h, 4 y 


W m 




&> 


X * 

Fol - low 

$X*r- 


me, 

^52. 


fol - low me, Give up all and fol - low me ; . . 

-f- * ^ j f: p , s _ rl ff ^j*L_ 1 




T T~ 





-T r -f 


r ^ i 








i i 






^ 












K 


> h h 






i 








J _r _P 


r~] II 


i^m 


j i 




& _l 


^ 




n 1 1 




! 


Si 


m A 7*7-5 


5! 




II 


\> \J & 


& 


9 & j 


m 




# II 


%J ' 

Fol -low 

f , 


me, 


1 

fol - low me, Give 
* C f~ f 


up all 




and fol - low 

1 * 


me. 


a If L ^ 




r r* 5 






II 


T'ff 








/ I** 


U 




* 1 


^ 


1 




- r H 


* i 1 1 


F 




C y 





318 



732 WHO IS ON THE LORD'S SIDE? 



F. E. B. 




F. E. BELDEN, 
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1. Who is on the Lord's side ? Al-ways true ; There's a right and wrong sid 

2. Thousands on the wrong side Choose to stand, Still 'tis not the strong side, 

3. Come and join the Lord's side Ask you why ? "Tis the on - ly safe side 
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Where stand you ? Choose 
True and grand. 
By and by. Who is on the Lord's side? Who is on the Lord's side ? 
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On the right or wrong side ? False or true ? Choose now, 
Who is on the Lord's side 
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Choose now, On the right or wrong side ? Where stand you? 

Who is on the Lord's side ? 
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733 WALKING IN HIS FOOTSTEPS? 



M. LOWEIE HOPFOKD, D. D. 
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1. Are you walk-ing in his footsteps, Are you al - ways do - ing good, 

2. Are you walk-ing in his footsteps, Do you ev - er seek the lost 

3. Are you walk-ing in his footsteps, As he bids you dai - ly do, 
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Do you fol - low aft - er Je - sus As sin-cere - ly as you should? 
In the mountain and the des - ert, What- so - e'er may be the cost? 
Do you fol - low near the Sav-iour, With him con-stant-ly in view ? 
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Do you trav - el in the pathway That will shine with brighter light, 
In the highways and the by-ways, Are your footsteps ev - er found, 
In the sun-shine and the shad-ow, In the dark-ness and the light, 
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Till you reach the mansions yon-der, In the land of pure delight? 
Where his wounded feet and bleeding, Left their marks up- on the ground?* 
Are you press-ing in your jour-ney To the land of pure delight? 



IX 



Cowrfcht, IBM, bj FIUHOBB BM*. 



WALKING IN HIS FOOTSTEPS? Concluded, 
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As sin-cere ly as you should, as sin-cere - ly as you should? 
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734 THERE'S MUCH WE CAN DO, 
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2. So much we can do 
3. So much we can do 
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wast-ed to - day ; -The Mas - ter is read- y our la-bors to bless, 
bar-ren and waste ; The foe will be bus - y in spreading the tares, 
har-vest are white ; So much may be lost when the harvest is past, 
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And wag-es he of-fers to pay. 
Then go, and be working with haste. No time to be wast-ed, for 
If left to the mil-dew and blight. 
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THERE'S MUCH WE CAN DO, Concluded, 
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735 JERUSALEM, THE GOLDEN, 

MRS. A. L. DAVISON. 
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1. High o'er the hills of 
2. So fair art thou, O 
3. To - day we toil in 
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O fair, e- ter-nal cit - y, Thy walls of glo - ry 
So glorious are thy port - als Thro' which we pass to 
To-morrow ah, to- mor - row! My soul, we shall be 
D.S. Whose walls are all of jas - per; when shall I be 
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736 DO YOU SEE THE BEACON? 



JBHIB H. BROWN. 



T. FRANK ALLEN. 
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1. Do you see the bea-con gleain-ing Far against the midnight skies? 
2. Tho' the night is dark and cheerless, Tho' the winds are cold and damp, 
3. When the lamp, thro' darkness tended, Fades in morning's early light, 
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Clear and calm its light is beaming, Showing where the ha - ven 
You can still be bra ve and fearless, Trust-ing in the light-house 
You will find your journey end-ed, And the port of heav'n in 
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DO YOU SEE THE BEACON? Concluded, 
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E - vil nev-er can be-tide you, You will reach the port at last. 



* 



-*r& 







737 SONG OF THE SOWER. 



A. P. COBB. 
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1. Be- the morning dark or fair, Low'ring cloud or tran-quil. air, Sow thy 

2. Aft-er storms will come, I ween, Breezes balm-y, skies serene, 'Midst the 

3. Whether late or ear-ly sown, Pros- per best can not be known Till the 

4. Mornings fair and dew-y eves Soon will change the verdant leaves Into 
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seed without a care, Sow thy seed, sow thy seed. 
storm and midst the sheen, Sow thy seed, sow thy seed. Sow the seed of truth divine, 
grain is fully grown, Sow thy seed, sow thy seed, 
ripe and golden sheaves, Sow thy seed, sow thy seed. 
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Sow thro 1 storm and sow thro* shine ; Sow thy seed, 
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738 HIS GRACE IS FREE. 




W. J. KlBKPATBlOt. 



1. love beyond ou highest though t,That from his throne of glory brought, 

2. He took on him our mortal frame, A Man of Grief for us be-came, 

3. His precious blood that flows to-day, Has paid the debt we could not pay.* 

4. Whoever will this hour may prove His pard'ning grace and boundless love, 
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The Son of God his life to give, That sinners lost thro' him might live. 
He laid his robe and crown a - side, For sin-ners lost, he bled and died. 
Come weary souls for ref-uge hide, In him who once was cru - ci - fied. 
Who-ev - er will his child may be, And shout with us redemption free. 
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He died for you, . He died for me, 
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HIS GRACE IS FREE, Concluded. 
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me, .... O praise the Lord, his grace is free. 
He died for me, 
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739 THE ANGELS' SONG, 



D. R. LUCAS. 



DR. J. B. HERBERT. 
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1. Hark ! the throng of an-gel voices, How they swell the glad refrain ; 

2. Heav'n receives her Monarch rightful, As he comes from Calva - ry ; 

3. Hound the throne the seraphs glorious, Hail with joy the ris-en Sou ; 

* 



CCS tf-M 



i 



T 



=F 



-ft-^-tt^ 


^ 


V 
















N 


Fine. 


-y-ft 










K 


j. 








P 







r 








9, 


J 




|S 


v 






S 


^| 


( 


1 


> r 






s 


r 


m ' 


9 


m 




- \^ 


P 


f 




- 




i 


V> \y 









1 


5 


* 


_J 


i J ! 






j 


J i 


-r 

sign. 
iee. 
ron. 
n. 


*y * -r-^T * 

All the host of heav'n re - joic-es, Jesus crowned, be-gins his r 
An- gel song of praise de - lightful, Echoes forth the ju - hi - '. 
Crown the King o'er death victorious, With the laurels he hath TR 
D. S. Thro' the ev - er - last-ing port - al, King of glo - ry, en - ter i 
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Lift your heads, ye gates immor-tal, He has conquered death and sin ; 
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740 BLESSED ABE THEY. 



H. R. TKICKETT. 



ALFRED Fowraa. 



1. Blessed are they who do his commandments, They shall claim the tree of life; 

2. Blessed are they who do his commandments, They shall wear the robesof white; 

3. Blessed are they who do his commandments, They shall stand before the throne; 
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In -to the cit - y they shall en - ter, They are vic-tors in the strife. 
Under the portals God shall lead them,They shall servehim day andnight. 
In -to the life of joy e - ter -nal, God shall claim them for his own. 
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Bless - ed, bless - eel, bless - ed are they, 

Blessed are they who do his commandments, blessed are they, blessed are they; 
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In-to the cit - y they ihall en - ter, Blessed, bless-ed, blessed are they. 
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741 HE IS NEAR ME. 



JESSDC H. BEOWN. 



J. H. 
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1. My Redeem - er walks be -side me; Ev - er-more his word is cheer; 
2. Tho'tempta-tions o - ver-take me, Still I hear his warning voice ; 
3. If I trust to his pro -tec- tion, Tho' the lights of earth grow dim, f 
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Oth - er joys may be de-nied me, Still I know that he is near. 
Tho' the friends I love far-sake me, In his love I still re-joice. 
In the day of res -ur- rec- tion I shall wake to be like him. 
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He is near ine, He is near me, He is near me all the day; 
He is near me, He is near me, near me all the day; 
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He is near me, lie is near me, All along my earth -ly way. 
He Vj near me, He is near me, A.11 my earth -ly way. 
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742 WE BELIEVE, 



&90K. 



KNOWLES SHAW. 




' U I > 

1. We s>w thee not when thou didst come To this poor world of sin and death ; 

2. We saw thee not when lift-ed high A-mid that wild and sav-age crew; 

3. We gazed not in the o-pen tomb Where once thy mangled body lay; 

4. We w alked not with the chosen few Who saw thee from the earth as-cend ; 
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Nor yet he-held thy cottage home In that de-epis-ed Naz - a-reth; 

Nor heard we that imploring cry, "Forgive, they know not what they do!" 

Nor saw thee in that "upper room," Nor met thee on the o - pen way; 

Who raised to heav'n their wond'ring view, Then low to earth all prostrate bend ; 
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But we believe thy footsteps trod Its streets and plains, thou Son of God ; 
But we believe the deed was done, That shook the earth and veiled the sun; 
But we believe that an-gels said, "Why seek the living with the dead?" 
But we believe that hu-man eyes Be-held that jour- ney to the skies; 
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But we believe thy footsteps trod Its streets and plains, thou Son of God. 
But we believe the deed was done, TJiat shook the earth and veiled the sun. 
But we believe that an-gels said, "Why seek the liv-ing with the dead?" 
But we believe that human eyes Be-held that ]our-ney to the skies. 
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743 DO YOUR FEET GROW WEARY? 



A P. COBB. 
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1. O brothers! do your feet grow wea - ry On life's rug-ged 

2. O brother! is your lamp still burn - ing Thro' the-gloomy 

3. O brother ! trust your gracious Sav - iour All the toil-some 

4. Soon, brother, shall the night's deep sorrow Be for - ev - er 
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And is the sky a -hove you drear - y At the close of day? 
'Midst sorrows are you still dis - cern - ing Je - sus' promise bright ? 
Seek, ev - er seek his lov- ing fa - vor, Oft in meekness pray. 
Joy com-eth with the gold -en mor-row, Heaven's peace shall dawn. 
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Look above ! tho' the dark clouds low-er, Soon will shine the 




sun; 
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Brave hearts should never shrink nor cower, Ere their task be done. 
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744 LIGHTS ALONG THE SHOEE. 



JOSEPHINE POLLARD. 



E. ROBERTS 
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1. There are lights by the shore of that coun-try, Where my bark a- mid 



2. There are lights by the shore as we jour-ney, As we 

3. Oh, they tell of a hope that will cheer us In the 

4. Then for - get not your light, keep it shining, O 
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midst of our 
Christian, be 
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per-ils I steer; And they ev-er grow brighter and brighter, As that 
riv-er of time; All the days of our pil-grim-age brighten, With a 
sorrows and cares ; When the lamp on our vessel burns dimly, And we 
earnest and true ; For a soul on life's ocean may per - ish May 
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glo-rious ha-ven I near. 

radiance tru - ly sub-lime. Oh, the lights along the shore 
watch for the glimmer of theirs. That never grow dim, 

sink in the waves but for you. 
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Nev - er, nev - er grow dim, Are the souls that are a-flame With the 
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LIGHTS ALONG THE SHORE, Concluded. 
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745 SAFE IN PORT, 
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1, Past the toil, the pain, the 
2. Safe at last, and free for 
3. Nev er - more to droop and 
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- ev - er From my wea - ry load ; 
lan-guish 'Neath the heav-y cross ; 
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Kest and peace my soul are fill - ing With a joy di - 
I can soar on wings tri - umph-ant, To my blest a - 
Nev - er - more in pain and an - guish Shall I suf - fer 
D. S. Home at last, in Je - sus' pres - ence JEv - er - more to 
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746 SCATTER SEEDS OF KINDNESS, 



Mm. ALBERT SMITH. 
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1. Let us gath - er up the sunbeams Ly - ing all around our path, 

2. Strange we nev- er prize the mu-sic Till the sweet-voiced bird is flown! 

ba - by fingers, Pressed a-gainst the window-pane, 
ice - cold fingers, How they point our mem'ries back 



3. If we knew the 

4. Ah! those lit- tie 
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Let us keep the wheat and ros - es, Cast -ing out the thorns and chaff; 

Strange that we should slight the- violets, Till the love - ly flow'rs are gone ! 

Would be cold and stiff to-morrow Nev - er trou-ble us a-gain 

To the hast - y words and ac-tions Strewn a-long our backward track! 
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Let us find our sweet-est corn-fort In the blessings of to-day, 
Strange that sum-mer skies and sunshine Nev-er seem one -half so fair 
Would the bright eyes of our darl -ing Catch the frown up - on our brow? 
TT *i. I.-* *!. r ^ ;_ ug> As i n sn ow- y grace they lie, 
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With a pa - tient hand re-mpv-ing All the bri - ars from the way. 
As when win - ter's snow- y pinions Shake the white down in the air. 
Would the prints of ros - y fin-gers Vex us then as they do now? 
Not to scat-ter thorns but ros - es For our reap-ing by and by. 
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SOATTEE SEEDS OF KINDNESS, Concluded, 



_ Ii CHORUS. 
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Then scat-ter seeds of kindness, Then 


scat-ter seeds of kindness, 
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747 WHEN JESUS RULES, 



ALANSON WILCOX. 



Melody by ALANSON WILCOX. 
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1. When Je - sus rules the na - tions, The peo -pie all shall 

2. Now Je - sus asks the peo - pie The gos-pel call to 

3. Our Je sus leads us for - ward, The na-tions all to 

4. When Je - sus comes in glo - ry, His saints shall all be 
D. 0. We' II toil, we'll toil for Je - sus, Our la -hoi's not .in 
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Their songs shall float 
Their sins shall be 
He asks us all 
Their suff'rings then 
script-ures for 



on zeph -rys, And thro' the land they'll ring, 
for-giv-en, And he will draw them near, 
to la - bor And there his gos - pel preach. 

The Vic-tor's crown they'll wear. 

The vie - to - ry we'll gain. 
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748 THE EVERGREEN SHORE. 



WM. HtntTER. 



A. P. FlLLMOBB. 
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1. We are joy-ous - ly voy - ag - ing o-ver the main, Bound for the 

2. We have nothing to fear from the wind and the wave, Un-der our 

3. Both the winds and the waves our Commander controls, Nothing can. 

4. Let the high heaving bil-low and mountainous wave Fear-ful-ly 

5. Let the ves-sel be wrecked on the rock or the shoal, Sink to be 
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ev-er-green shore, Whose inhabit-ants nev-er of sickness complain, 

Saviour's command ; And our hearts in the midst of the dangers are brave, 

baf-fle his skill; And his voice, when the thundering hurricane rolls, 

o-ver-head break ; There is one by our side that can comfort and save, 
seen nev-er-more; He will bear, none the less, ev'ry pas-sen-ger soul 
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And nev-er see death a - ny more. 
For Je - sus will bring us to land. 
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Can make the loud tern - pest be still. 
There's One who will nev - er for-sake. 
Safe to the ev - er-green shore. 
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THE EVERGREEN SHORE, Concluded. 




o'er; We will weather the 

will the sooner, it will the soon-er be o'er ; 
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blast, and will an-chor at last Safe on the ev - er-green shoi 
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749 ALL IS 'WELL, 
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With the chim - ing midnight bell Teach my heart that." All is well." 
Till the break -ing light shall tell, Night is past, and "All is well." 
Till my hour - ly la-bors tell, . I am thine, and " All is well." 
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750 WOBKEES AT HOME, 
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1 Hark! the voice of Je-sus calling "Who will go and work to-day? 
2. If you can not cross the o-cean, And the heathen lands explore, 
3. While the souls of men are dy-ing, And the Mas-ter calls for you, 
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Fields are white, the harvest waiting Who will bear the sheaves away ?" 
You can find the heathen nearer, You can help them at your door ; 
Let none hear you i-dly say-ing, "There is nothing I can do." 
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i not speak like angels, If you can not preach like Paul, 
S.G the task he gives you, Let his work your pleasure be ; 
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Who will an-swer, glad-ly say-ing, "Here am I, O Lord: send me?" 
You can tell the love of Je - sus, You can say he died for all. 
An - swer quick-ly when he calleth, " Here am I, O Lord : send me." 
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WORKERS AT HOME, Concluded, 
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Who will an-swer, glad-ly say-ing, "Here am I, O Lord : send me?'* 
You can tell the love of Je-sus, You can say he died for all. 
An - swer quick-ly when he calleth, " Here am I, O Lord : send me." 
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751 EYE HAS NOT SEEN, 
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heard the measures The angel choirs will raise. 

love so ten-der, As reigns in that bright land. The half has not been told us, 
waits the low-ly, And there is room for all. But 
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we are sure of this : The Saviour's arms will fold us, And that will make it bliss, 



752 BEHOLD! I STAND ANb KNOCK, 



CHAS. M. FILLMORE. 
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1. Be-hold ! I stand at the door and knock, 0, will you not let me come in: 
2. See ! others knock and an entrance find,Tho' oft-en unworthy they be; 
3. The time will come when I will not knock, And ask to a-bide in your heart, 
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I knock knock o - pen to me, O - pen the door of thy heart ; 
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753 SOONER OB LATER. 
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1. Soon - er or lat - er the wrong will be right-ed, Soon - er or 

2. Soon - er or lat - er the load will be light-er, Soon - er or 

3. Soon - er or lat-er the doubts and the dan - gers, All will be 
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lat - er the wicked will fail ; Sooner or lat-er the dark will be 

lat - er the struggle will cease ; Sooner or lat-er the sky will be 

o - ver, for - ev - er and aye ; Sooner or lat-er will trav - el-worn 

D. S. Soon-er or lat-er, ah, soon - er or 
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light-ed, Sooner or lat - er the good will prevail. 

brighter, Spanned by the beautiful rainbow of peace. Sooner or lat-er, 

strangers En-ter the home at the end of the way. 

lat - er, God will re-ward s for all that we do. 
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1. Fear not, lit -tie flock, says the Saviour di-vine, The Fa - ther has 

2. Far whit-er than snow, and as fair as the day, For Christ is the 

3. Yon sheep that was lost in the val-ley of sin, Was found by the 

4. Look up, O my brother ! and be not cast down While heav-y the 

5. Ride o - ver tempta-tion and cease your alarms, Your Shepherd is 
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willed that the king-dom be thine, O soil not your garments with 
fount-ain to wash guilt a -way; Oh, give him, poor sin - ner, that 
Shep-herd, who gathered him in ; With songs of thanksgiv-ing the 
cross, you are sight-ing the crown ; Go, wash in the fountain, while 
Je - sus your ref - uge his arms ; He'll nev - er for-sake you a 
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sin here be-low, My sheep and my lambs must be whiter than snow, 
bur-den of thine, And en - ter the fold with the nine-ty- and-nine. 
hills did resound, My friends and my neighbors the lost sheep is found, 
wait-ing be-low, Your sins shall, tho' scar-let, be whit-er than snow. 
Brother and Friend But love you and save you in worlds without end. 
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WHITEE THAN THE SNOW, Concluded, 
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Whit - - er than snow, Whit - - er than 

Whiter than the snow, I long to be, Whiter than the snow, 
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snow, Whit - - er than snow. 
I long to be, dear Saviour, Whiter than the snow, Whiter than the snow. 

NNNNl SN^^I 


m m m "m" "f" " "f" 




-**- 


*- -* 


EV U i STL r 




1 1 


-1., P h < p Li p !y r 


i F' * ^ P 




Til 


=^ O ^!- ! L t M 1 ) Lj 


Li LJ 




-. . ~ II 



ASHLAND. 0. M. 



755 GOD, UNSEEN, 



A. C. HOPKINS. 
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1. O God, un-seen, yet ev- er near, Re- veal thy pres-ence now, 
2. Here may o- bedient spir- its find The blessings of thy love 
3. A - while be-side the fount we stay And eat this bread of thine ; 
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While we in love that hath no fear, Be - fore thy glo - ry bow. 
The streams that thro' the desert wind, The man-na from a - bove. 
Then go, re-joic-ing, on our way, Renewed with strength di- vine. 
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756 JESUS IS COMING AGAIN. 
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won-der when Je-sus is com-ing a - gain His wait-ing be- 
when will the an-gels their shouting be-gin, When Je-sus our 
loved ones will meet us and cheer our glad souls, Our joys will be 
sin - ner, de - lay not, the time is too near, It may be e'en 
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lievers to bless; And gather to heaven his faithful ones, then, 
Saviour will come, To conquer for - ev - er the kingdom of sin, 
full then, I know ; Halle - lu-jahs will ring when we en-ter the goal, 
now at your door ; O come to the Saviour, there's nothing to fear, 
D. S. brother, re-joice ! for tlie promise is sure, 
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And give them sweet heaven-ly rest? 

And take all his chosen ones home ? O, Je - sus is com-ing a- 

O Christian, be read-y to go! O, Je-sus is 

While Je - sus is walking be - fore ! 

Yes, Je - sus is com-ing a - gain. 
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Saints of God, the dawn is bright'ning, Tot ens of our corn-lug Lord; 
Fee-bly now they toil in sad-ness, Weeping o'er the waste a - round, 
Now, O Lord ! f ul - fill thy pleasure, Breathe up-on thy chosen band, 
Soon shall end the time of weeping, Soon the reap-ing-time will come 
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O'er . the earth the field is whit'ning, Loud-er rings the Mas-ter's word 
Slow - ly gath'ring grains of gladness, While their echoing strains resound 
And with pen - te - cost-al measure, Send forth -reap-ers o'er our land 
Heav'n and earth to - gether keeping God's e - ter - nal har-vest home; 
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" Pray for reapers, pray for reapers, In the har - vest of the Lord ; 
"Pray that reapers, pray that reapers, In the har - vest may a -hound; 
Faith-ful reapers, faith-ful reapers, Gath'ring sheaves for thy right hand; 
Saints and angels, saints and angels, Shout the world's great harvest home; 
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Pray for reapers, pray for reapers, In the har - vest of the Lord." 
Pray that reapers, pray that reapers, In the har - vest may a - hound." 
Faith-ful reapers, faith-ful reapers, Gath'ring sheaves for thy right hand. 
Saints and angels, saints and angels, Shout the world's great harvest home. 



J t * 



i 



-v i- 



^ 



i 



Uopyrifit, IBM, bj FOIJIOBB 



345 



758 IS MY NAME WRITTEN THERE? 



MBS. MARY A. KIDDEB. 



FRANK M. DAVIS. 




Lord, I care not for rich - es, Nei-ther sil - ver nor gold ; I would 
Lord, my sins, they are ma-ny, Like the sands of the sea, But thy 
Oh, that beau - ti - ful cit - y! With its mansions of light, With its 
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make sure of heav-en, I would en - ter the fold. In the book of thy 
blood, oh, my Sav-ior! Is suf - fi-cient for me; For thy prom-ise is 
glo - ri - fied be - ings, In pure garments of white ; Where no e - vil thing 
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king-dom, With its pa - ges so fair, Tell me, Je-sus, my Sav-ior, 
writ - ten, In bright let-ters that glow, " Tho' your sins be as scar - let, 
com - eth To de-spoil what is fair; Where the an - gels are watching, 

D. S. In the book of thy king-dom, 
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Is my name written there ? Is my name written there, On the page white and fair? 
I will make them like snow." 
Yes, my name's written there. Yes, my name's, etc. 
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759 IS MY NAME WRITTEN THEEE? 



JESSIE H. BROWN. 



FRED A. FltLMORB, 
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1. With- in the ho - ly Book of Life, I know, The angels write with care; 
* 2. O, precious friends have Iwhose hearts are pure, Whose lives are grand and fair; 
3. When, as the gloomy bat-tle-shad-ows roll I long for heav-en's air, 

fCZ. 1 1 T-0 0-0 * -H 1 r * " r"t^ -. 


CVr-p-k4-i | \j L ."i > 


-H h 1 1 


. 9 


1^7 1 


~*v-\p4r > 1* 


II 


~bi hr 


-h^ 1 


n i i I FS k. is 




1 1 l 


V i ? u _j _i s x j 




J J - 


* 1 1 


J^^ f' l-m**" i } [ J .'. ^ . 


J 


I *l 


j ' 


rm^ * * * = 


5 B J J 


1 ' 1 


CS, . 1 


^K m m m a 


* * * * 




\J II -- .5. ' ~ _ g> r. 

With names of those who triumph here helow, Is my name written there? 
Their names are penned in heaven I am sure, But, say, is my name there? 
The sol-emn question sweeps across my soul, Is my name written there ? 
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Is mine with those who conquer in the strife, And win the great reward? 
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760 TELL IT TO JESUS ALONE. 
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1. Are you wea - ry, are you heav-y-heart - ed ? Tell it to 
2. Do the tears flow down your cheeks unbid-den ? Tell it to 
3. Do you fear the gath' ring clouds of sor- row? Tell it to 
4. Are you trou-bled at the tho't of dy - ing, Tell it to 
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761 HOLY NAME OF JESUS. 

Words and Melody by J. D. TBAPP. 
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1. Let the ho -ly name of Je - sus Dwell for-ev-er in thy heart; 
2. Souls are weary, worn and troubled, Bowed with sorrow, pain and grief ; 
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It will cleanse, refresh and cheer you, Shield from Satan's fa - tal dart. 
Weak and trembling in this fountain, Sure - ly find a sweet re - lief. 
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). S. It is balm for wounded spir - its, It is life that nev-er dies. 
D. S. Come, oh, come un-to the Sav - iour, In him endless pleasures are. 
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Oh, the joy the precious fount-ain, Which his sa-cred name supplies ; 
With thy woes and earthly la - bors, Wea - ry with thy load of care; 
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762 THAT OLD, OLD STOEY IS TRUE, 



IX B. WATKINS. 



E. O. EXCSLL. 
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1. There's a wonder-ful sto-ry I've heard long a - go, 'Tis called "The sweet 

2. They told of a be - ing so love - ly and pure, That came to the 

3. He a - rose and as-cend-ed to heav-en we're told, Tri-umph-ant o'er 

4. O that won-der-ful sto-ry I love to re - peat, Of peace and good 
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sto - ry of old ; " I hear -it so oft-en, wher-ev - er I go, 
earth to dwell, To seek for his lost ones, and make them se-cure, 
death and hell ; He's pre-par-ing a place in that cit - y of gold, 
will to men ; There's no sto-ry to me that is half so sweet, As 
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That same old sto - ry is told; And I've thought it was strange 
From death and the pow - er of . hell ; That he was de - spised, 
Where loved ones for-ev - er may dwell. Where our kin-dred we'll meet, 
I hear it a - gain and a - gain. He in - vites you to come' 
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that so oft - en they'd tell That sto - ry as if it were new ; 

and with thorns he was crowned, On the cross was ex-tended to view ; 

and we'll nev - er-more part, And O, while I tell it to you, 

he will free - ly re - ceive, And this message he sendeth to you, 
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THAT OLD, OLD STOEY IS TRUE, Concluded, 
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But I've found out the rea - son they loved it so well, Thui 
But O, what sweet peace in my heart since I've found That 

It is peace to my soul, it is joy to my heart, That 
Therms a man - sion in glo - ry for all who be - lieve," That 
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old, old sto-ry is truTT But I've found out the rea - son they 
old, old sto-ry is true ; But, O, what sweet peace in my 

old, old sto-ry is true; It is 'peace to my soul, it is 
old, old sto-ry is true ; " There's a man - sion in glo - ry for 

It is true, ^__ 



' 



* 



f=r 



-- 



9 * 






1^^ K " 

n r *u 

9 g i -Thr- 



J 



* 



love it so well, That old, old sto 

heart, since I've found That old, old sto 

joy to my heart, That old, old sto 

all who be - lieve," That old, old' sto 

*' * ' + *+ * f-^ P pJ 

- fc b fc ; 




IS 

is 
is 
is 





true. 
true. 
true. 
true. 




851 



763 BRINGING IN THE SHEAVES. 



KNOWLES SHAW. 



GEO. A. MIKOB. 
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1. Sowing in the morning, sowing seeds of kindness, Sow-ing in the noon-tide, 

2. Sowing in the sunshine, sowing in the shadows, Fearing neither clouds nor 

3. Go, then, ev-en weeping, sow-ing for the Mas-ter, Tho' the loss sustained out 
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and the dew-y eves; Waiting for the harvest, and the time of reap-ing, 
win-ter 'schilling breeze; By and by the harvest, and the la -bor end-ed, 
spir - it of t-en grieves; When our weeping's over, He will bid us welcome, 
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We shall come re -joic-ing, Bringing in the sheaves. Bringing in the sheaves, 
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Bringing in the sheaves, We shall come rejoicing, 

bringing in the sheaves, bringing in the sheaves. 
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764 I WILL TELL OF THE SAV10UB. 



JESSIE H. BKOWN. 



J. H. P. 
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thro' his love, For may be I can win to his side Some dear soul for hif 
ing in trust, For who knows but that perfect content May uplift some pool 
the dark sea, For perchance I may lead thro' its gates One who learned of its 
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king-dom a - bove. 
life from thedust? Day by day, day by day, All my way, all my way, 
glo - ries from me. 
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765 SAVED BY THE LOVE OF JESUS. 



GBACK GLENN. J. H. ROSKCBANB. 
n Duet. Semi-Chorus. , 
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1 Life is like a sun -lit stream, Saved by the love of Je - sus; 

2. He has conquered all my foes, Saved by the love of Je - sus ; 

3. Earth and heav'n are all my own, Saved by the love of Je - sus; 

4. Loud-er still his praise pro-long, Saved by the love of Je - sus; 
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Full sal - va - tion is my theme, Saved by the love of Je - sus. 

Vic - tor o - ver death he rose, Saved by the love of Je - sua. 

Mine a seat be - fore his throne, Saved by the love of Je - sus. 

Join - ing yon-der ransomed throng, Saved by the love of Je - sus. 
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Ev - er - more my soul shall cry, Saved by the love of Je - sus. 
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766 THE REALMS OF THE BLEST, 



MBS. B. MILLS. 



Music and Chorus by P. H. DAYHOFT. 
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1. We speak of the realms of the blest, That country so bright and so fair, 
2. We speak of its freedom from sin, From sor-row,.tempta-tion and care, 
C 3. We speak of its service of love, The robes which the glo-ri-fied wear, 
4. O Lord, in this val-ley of woe, Our spir - its for heaven pre-pare ; 
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And oft are its glo-ries confessed: But what must it be to 
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767 BLESSED ASSURANCE, 



FANMY CROSBY. 



MBS. Jos. F. KMAPP. 
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- 

^ Jl -0 i - * * a i * r* f f 

^ij ; i - ft P i i 1 * F- & 1 H- , 


~J "T}< 


4 *" 


- - 
-h h- 


- T L: 


h 





W 9 


^ 


w 


V V V 

t? 1?~1 




1 


(1 ft 


3 











3 


















I 






p 




^S: 


/m 












J _, 




P J 


J 




-^ i 


*f ^ 


^X ! 


^ 


w 


* 






^ K 


p 


V" I' 






' 


{ ' 


t -, : 


! . . n 


J 


4! . 


1 


glo - rj 
jurat 01 
bap-pj 

3 

*- 4 


r di-vii 
i my sig 
r and bl( 

*" > " 


le! Heir 

lit ; An - g 
;st; Watc 


of s 
;els ( 
hing 


"f * 9 m es (p |- 

y \j ^ 

al- va - tion, purchased of God, Born of his 
3e-scend-ing, bring from a-bove, Ech-oes of 
and waiting, look-ing a-bove, Fill'd with his 

_ _ 3 3 - 




' 






^ 




r 












~^p ffi 


r 1* ' 


> p 






f. 


L 




5 


m K m 








j r 


j^ 


F 


f 






f r 


m y , 








u 


1 11 


^ Iv 


Li 


\t 


1 




L !j 


v V- 


|j 


J 


u 




I 






BEFRAIN. 

R 


1 >, 


3 K 




V ' f 






3. , 






IN 


i 


K K 1 


i P 


-P " 


P 


A*~. 












J 1 


r 






S_rn-^ 


J 




V 




L - 


\ 


5 


4. 


^ 


J * a 


_-~ 




\ i/ Ti 


r 


- 


T^ . 




-* 


4 


-4 < 


i j 




Spir - it, washed in his blood, 
mer - cy, whis-pers of love, 
good-ness lost in his love. 
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BLESSED ASSURANCE, Concluded, 
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1. Where'er our path may lead, O Christ, be thou our guide, And all the 
2. So slow are we to learn, That on - ly by thy side Can peace be 
3. So wise and strong art thou, So weak and fool-ish we ; Fofev - er- 
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journey's length Do thou with us a -bide, 
sure-ly found, And dangers all de-fied. O, 
more, O Lord, We put our trust in thee. 
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769 THE SOUL'S SWEET HOME, 



MBS. A. L. DAVISON. 



J. H. P. 
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1. I have heard of the joy of the soul's sweet home, Where 
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When the glo-ry of heaven shall shine on me. 
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THE SOUL'S SWEET HOME, Concluded. 
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770 ONE STEP AT A TIME, 

T. J. SHELTON. . J. H. ROSECRANS. 
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1. One 

2. One 

3. One step at 

4. One step at a time, dear Sav-iour, Thou knowest all of my fear ; 



step at a time, dear Sav-iour, I can not take a- ny more; 
step at a time, dear Sav-iour, I am not walking by sight; 
a time, dear Sav-iour, Oh, guard my fal-ter-ing feet ! 
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The flesh is so weak and hope-less, I know not what is be - fore. 
Keep step with my soul, dear Sav-iour, I walk by faith in thy might. 
Keep hold of my hand, dear Sav-iour, Till I my journey com-plete. 

One word from thy heart, dear Saviour, And heaven's mansions appear. 
step at a time, dear Sav-iour, Till hope grows stronger in me. 
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One step at a time, dear Saviour, Till faith grows stronger in thee; One 
in thee, 
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771 JUST OVER THE RIVER, 



ROBT. SPUBGIN. 



J. H. F. 
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1. Just o - ver the riv -er, just o - ver the riv-er, 

2. Just o - ver the riv - er, just o - ver the riv - er, 

3. Just o - ver the riv - er, just o - ver the riv - er, 
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cit - y of God ; Its gates are of pearl and its streets are o* gold, 

knoweth no night ; It needeth no sun, neith-er need-eth the moon, 

cit - y of God ; Its gates are of pearl and its streets are of gold, 
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And by glo - ri-fied being's they're trod. And Je -sus, my Saviour, has 
For the glo - ry of God is its light. In that cit-y are loved ones a- 
And by glo - ri - fied being's they're trod. And Je - sus, my Saviour, has 
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gone to that cit - y, A place for his own to pre - pare ; In the 

wait-ing my com-ing, Ex-pect - ant they stand on the shore ; O 

gone to that cit - y, A place for his own to pre - pare ; In the 
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JBSSIB H. BROWN. 
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2. Blessed the thought that the voyaging is o - ver, Bless - ed 
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IN THE HABBOB, Concluded, 
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773 LET US WALK IN THE LIGHT, 
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-. T'Tis re-lig-ion that can give, In the light, in the light, Sweet-est 
' \'Tis re-lig-ion must sup-ply, In the light, in the light, Sol - id 
2 f Aft - er death its joys will be In the light, in the light, Last-ing 
\ Be the liv - ing God my friend, In the light, in the light, Then my 


a* 9 


t W 




r 












EW 


m 


B M 




/i * 


r r i 


















F 




F F 




S bA 


j . U L .,_L/_ 




. 


rf , L .. 


., 







1> 




U L 





CHUB us. 










i 



I 

pleasure while we live In the light of God. 
corn-fort when we die In the light of God. 
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In the light, in the light, Let us walk in the light, In the light of God. 
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774 THE HALF HAS NEVER BEEN TOLD, 



FRANCES R. HAVEBGAL. 



R. E. HUDSON. 
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1. I know I love thee bet - ter, Lord, Than a - ny earth-iy joy, 

2. I know that thou art near - er still Than a - ny earth-ly throng, 

3. Thou hast put glad-ness in my heart ; Then well may I be glad ; 

4. O Sav - iour, precious Sav-iour mine ! What will thy presence be 
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For thou hast giv - en me the peace Which nothing can de - stroy. 
And sweet-er is the thought of thee Than a - ny love-ly song. 
Without the se - cret of thy love I could not but be sad. 
If such a life of joy can crown Our walk on earth with thee. 
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The half has never yet been told, The blood it cleanseth me. 

yet been told, cleanseth me. 
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775 DRAW ME TO THEE, 



MBS. E. W. CHAPMAN. 



J. H. TKWNET. 
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1. Clos - er to thee, my Father, draw me, I long for thine embrace; 

2. Clos - er to thee, my Saviour, draw me, Nor let me leave thee more, 
& Clos-er by thy sweet spirit, draw me, Till I am wholly thine; 
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Clos - er within thine arms en-fold me, I seek a resting place. 
Sigh - ing to feel thine arms a-round me, And all my wand'rings o'er. 
Quicken, refine, and wash and cleanse me, Till pure my soul shall shine. 
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Clos er with the cordsof love, Draw me to thyself above ; 
Closer, closer with the cords of love, Draw me, draw me to thyself a-bove ; 
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Clos er draw me to thyself a-bove. 
Closer with the cords of. love, Draw me to thyself above, Draw me to thyself above. 
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776 GO, WASH IN THE STEEAM. 




R. TOBBKY, Jr. 
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1. I'll sing of that stream, of that beau - ti-ful stream, That flows thro' tha 

2. I'll sing of that stream, of that beau - ti-ful stream, Which gladdens the 

3. I'll sing of that stream, of that beau - ti-ful stream, That fount God haa 

4. I'll sing of that stream, of that beau - ti-ful stream, That fount that is 
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sweet Canaan Land ; Its waters gleam bright in their heaven-ly light, And 
cit - y of God; It flows from the throne of the Fa-ther, a -lone, And 
o - pened for sin; That stream from his side who for sinners once died: He's 
flow - ing so free ; I'll sing of that flood, which is crimsoned with blood, From 
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rip - pie o'er sil - ver - y sand. Go, wash in that beau - ti - ful 

spreads its sweet wa - ters a - broad. 
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GO, WASH JN THE STREAM, Concluded. 
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777 THY WILL BE DONE, 



B. E. RBXFOED. 



FEED A. FILLMOBB. 
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, in need I come to thee, And this shall be my earn-est plea : 

ic to al- ways keep in sight The Love that guides me to the light ; 
teto do for thine and thee Whatev-er work thou giv -est me; 
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2. Help me to al- ways keep in sight The Love that guides me to 

3. Help me to do for thine and thee Whatev-er work thou giv 
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Give me a spir - it like to thine, And make thy work and purpose mine. 
The star of Faith the bea- con be That guides me o'er life's stormy sea. 
Faithful in all things to the last, Be heav'n the prize when earth is past. 
D. B. Not my will, Fa-ther, this I pray, Thy mil be done by me each day. 
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Wot my rill Father, but this I pray, Thy will be done by me each day ; 
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778 ALAS! AND DID MY SAVIOUB BLEED? 



ISAAC WATTS. 



TAYLOR, C, M. D. 



GIDEON Kixo. 
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1. A- las! and did my Saviour bleed? And did my Sovereign die? 
2. Well might the sun in darkness hide, And shut his glories in, 
3. But drops of grief can ne'er re - pay The debt of love I owe; 
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Would he de- vote that sa-cred head For such a worm as I? 
When God's own Son was cru - ci - fied For man the crea-ture's sin. 
Here, Lord, I give my-self a - way, 'Tis all that I can do. 
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Was it for crimes that I had done He groaned upon t 
Thus might I hide my blushing face While, his dear cross i 
But drops of grief can ne'er re - pay The debt of love 
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in thankfulness, And melt mine eyes to tears, 
my-self a - way, 'Tis all that I can. do. 
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779 WHEN THE KING COMES IN. 



i. . LA.NDOR. 



E. S. LORENZ. 
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1. Called to the feast by the King are we, Sitting, perhaps, where his 

2. Crowns on the head where the thorns have been, Glori-fied he who once 

3. Like lightning's flash will that instant show Things hidden Idng from both 

4. Joy - ful shall his eye on each one rest Who is in white wedding 

i- ! I ! f ?-~* \? f si, i S.I V s *-. .' 



-Vr 






f=fn 



-0 & 



^= 



peo - pie be, How will it fare, friend, with thee and me, When the 
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friend and foe, Just what we are will each neighbor know, When the 
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5 Endless the separation then, 
Bitter the cry of deluded men, 

Awful that moment beyond all ken, 
When the King comes in. 
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6 Lord, grant us all, we implore thee, 
grace, 

So to await thee each in hie place. 
That we may fear not to see thy face 

When thou comest in, 
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780 WHEN THE HARVEST IS PAST. 



A. P. COBB. 



J. H. F. 



fa. 


* 


f^ 


3 


4 


-44-^ 


1 








H 


-J H 






H - 


-w -H 


\5T7 ^ 




- 












-*, 


-9 n- 





^ 


-* 


* iH 


1. When the harvest is past and the summer is o'er, Whenglean'd is the 
2. Prayerless brother of mine, for whom Jesus has died, He calls thee to 
3. When the Lord shall descend and the reapers go home, The sheaves may bo 
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grain that in rare beauty waved, How fear - ful my fate if my 
la - bor. O - bey : 'tis thy Lord. Hear his voice. Eeap the grain and re- 
ma - ny, the har-vest be long; But on - ly the faith-ful will 

D. S. And the rip - en - ing grain of the 
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soul be not saved, When the harvest is past and the summer is o'er I 
ceive thy reward, Prayerless brother of mine, for whom Jesus has died, 
join in the song, When the Lord shall descend and the reapers go home. 

harvest which waved 0-ver hill-side and plain, if our souls be not saved. 
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In vain, in vain the broad field, . . In vain, in vain the rich yield, . . 
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781 JESUS IS GALLING TODAT. 
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1. Jesus is tenderly calling for thee, Calling for thee, yes, calling for thee, 

2. Jesus is tenderly calling thee now, Calling thee now, yes, calling thee now 

3. Jesus is tenderly calling, O come ! Calling to-day, yes, calling to-day, 
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Listen and hear him say, " follow thou me," Follow, yes, follow thou me. 
Wait-iug for thee in sub-mis-sion to bow, Calling, yes, calling just now. 
All who are weary and longing for home, Je-sus is calling to - day. 
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Je - sus is calling to-day, Je - sus is calling to-day ; 
Jesus is calling, calling to-day, Jesus is calling, calling to-day ; 
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Je - sus is calling to-day, Calling, yes, call-ing to - day. 
Jesus is calling, calling to-day, 
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782 TELL IT TODAY, 
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1. If the name of the Sav-iour is 
2. If your faith in the Sav-iour has 
3. If the souls all a-round you are 
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care has been con-stant and ten-der and true, 
strength you have found in the strength of your Lord, 
Mas - ter has told you to bid them coine in, 
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*++-* +- .-^.4 .-4 m 










u L 








- u- 












t 




1*i r F r 









t r 






I 


p 








k 







-* n i r - r 






. 




. 






fj 






^ 


. . 






. -^." ' V f 
















V 





* 






U 


RKFBAIN. 


U 


V 


- '" - ! i 












5. 












At [T ^ i ft 


-\\- 


- 


j 


P 


* h 


i j 




ui- 






- - 


^-H 


v|7 8 


i^ 




-*, 




: 










1 * 


= 


1 0- 


J-JB 


- 


fr 


f- 




glad -ness to 
sto - ry re- 
cheer-bring-ing 

i* P 


-day? 
peat? 

word? 

i 

m 


O will you not tell it to - day? . . . 

O will you not, will you not tell it to-day? 
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TELL IT TODAY, Concluded, 




Will you not tell it to - day ? . . . 

Will you not, will you not tell it to-day? If the light of his 
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1. How vain is all beneath the skies! How transient ev'ry earth-ly bliss! 
2. The evening cloud, the morning dew,The with'ring grass, the fading flow'r, 
3. But tho' earth's fairest blossoms die, And all beneath the skies is vain, 
4. Then let the hope of joys to come Dispel our cares and chase our fears ; 
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There is a brighter world on hi 
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That bind us to a world like this. 
The glories of a pass-ing hour. 
,Be-yond the reach of care and pain, 
e, Tho' passing thro' a vale of tears. 
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784 THAT BLISSFUL PLACE, 
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1. There is a place where my hopes are stayed, My heart and my treasure are there; 

2. There is a place where the angels dwell, A pure and a peaceful a - bode ; 

3 There is a place where my friends are gone, Who suffered and worshipped with me; 

4 There is a place where I hope to live When life and its labors are o'er; 
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Where verdure and blossoms nev-er fade, And fields are e-ter-nal-]y fair. 
The joys of that place no tongue can tell, For there is the palace of God. 
Exalted with Christ, high on his throne, The King in his beauty they see. 
A place which the Lord to me will give, And then I shall sorrow no more. 
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That blissful place is my Fa-ther-land, By faith its delights I explore ; 
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Come fa-vor my flight, an-gel-ic band, And waft me in peace to the shore. 
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785 NEARER HOME. 



A. P. COBB. 



J. H. P. 
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1. Day by day my path grows clearer, Day by day, yes, day by day; 

2. Day by day thy Word is dear-er All its precepts precious are; 

3. Can I, Lord, for-get thy anguish, Pierc-ed hands and riv-eu side? 

4. Day by day is prayer more earnest, Day by day is love more real ; 
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And my heav'nly home is near-er, Je - sus leads me all the way. 

I would be no i - die hear-er, For to do is bet-ter far. 

For me, thou in pain didst languish, For me, thou wast cru-ci - fied. 

And my fee - ble faith thou turn-est In - to> warm and lov-ing zeal. 
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And when ends this life's en-deav-or, Let me see in heav'n thy face. 
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786 HOW BLEST THE DAY, 

" That they may be one, even as we are one." JNO. 17 : 22. 
1C. C. KURFEES. ALEX. C. HOPKINS. 
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1 How blest and how joy-ous will be the glad day, When heart beats to 

2. Come, brothers and sis-ters and join in the fight, Our Sav-iour and 

3. The pray'r of our Saviour im-pels us, move on, Its words are still 

4. Be faith -ful and true till the warfare is o'er, Till fact -ions are 
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Cap - tain has bid - den us come ; Then on with the ar - mor, and 


sound-ing the call of our King; And Paul, in de - vo-tion, doth 
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swell the grand lay, Di - vis - ions all end - ed, tri-umphant his word ! 
dare to do right, Press on in the strug-gle till Christians are one. 
ech - o the song, " I beg you, my brethren, to speak the same thing." 
blend on the shore, To wel-come us en - ter our Father's glad home. 
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HOW BLEST THE DAY, Concluded. 
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peo -pie are one, ... Oh! shout the glad word> Oh! 
God's peo -pie are one, 
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787 LET PAKTY NAMES, 



MAESHALL, S.M, 



M. C. KURFEES. 
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1. Let part - y names no more The Chris-tian world o'er - spread ; 
2. A - mong the saints on earth, Let mu - tual love be found ; 
3. Thus will the church be - low Re - sem - ble that a - hove ; 
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Gen - tile and Jew, and bond and free, Are one in Christ, their head. 
Heirs of the same in - her - i - tance, With mutual blessings crowned. 
Where streams of pleas-ure ev - er flow, And ev - 'ry heart is love. 
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788 JOY AMONG THE ANGELS, 



JESSIE H. BBCVWN. 



FEED A. FILLMOR*. 
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1. There is joy in heav'n a-mong the an -gels, When a wan-der-er re- 
2. There is joy on earth among the righteous, There are faithful hearts that 
3. You can give that joy to saints and an - gels, For the lov-ing Shepherd 
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thrill with delight, When a soul is giv-en to the Saviour Led to 
calls you to - day, Heav'n and earth will join to bid you welcome, Do not 
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JOY AMONG THE ANGELS, Concluded, 
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1 . Saviour, teach me day by day, Love's sweet lessons to o - hey; 

2. With a child-like heart of love, At 'thy hid-ding may I move ; 

3. Teach me all thy steps to trace, Strong to fol-low in thy grace; 

4. Love in lov - ing finds em - ploy, In o - bedience all her joy ; 
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Sweeter lessons can not be, 
Prompt to serve and follow thee, 
Learning how to love from thee, 
Ev - er new that joy will be, 
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790 THE LOED IS MY SHEPHEBD. 



CHAS. M. FILLMOBE. 



FRED A. FILLMOBB. 
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1. The Lord is my Shepherd, no want shall I fear, He leads in green pastures, 
2. The Lord is my Shepherd, no want shall I fear, He leads in green pastures, 
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be -side wa-ters clear, My soul he re - storeth, whenev - er I stray, 
be- side wa-ters clear, My soul he re - storeth, whenev - er I stray, 
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And leadeth me back to his own righteous way. Sure, goodness and mercy 
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Thy rod and thy staff will still comfort me there. 
Thro' a - ges e - ter - nal I'll sing of his love. 
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791 WAITING BY THE BIVER, 



GBACK GLENN. 
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792 WE WAIT HIS 



D. R. LUCAS. 
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2. We wait the com-ing of 
3. We wait the com-ing of 
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the Lord, The Sav-idur reigning now a - bove ; 
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And shall himself from heav'n descend, And bring us to our home a - bove. 
Who will the palms of vie - fry bring, And all his loy - al peo - pie save. 
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793 AT THE BEAUTIFUL GATE. 



H. MARTIN. 



R. M. MdNTOSH. 
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How sad-ly I'd feel in the heav-en - ly state, If sad - ness in heav- 
O Lord, I beseech thee for wisdom and grace In win-ning lost souls , 
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794 DELIVERANCE WILL COME. 



ANOH. 
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j I saw a way-worn trav -'ler, In tat - tered garments clad, 
1 His back was la - den heav - y, His strength was al - most gone, 
J The sum - raer sun was shin - ing, The sweat was on his brow, 
| But he kept press- ing on -ward, For he was wend-ing home ; 
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And struggling up the mountain, It seemed that he was sad ; 
Yet he shout-ed as he journeyed, De - liv - er-ance will come. 
HIH garments worn and dust - y, His step seemed ver - y slow, 
Still shout-ing as he journeyed, De - liv - er-ance will come. 



-JT 








w m = 


i ' 


v m 




? i 


w 




* 


S h 


* 







i/ !/ -j & 


Li 


\j 


) 


y Is 


j 




1 


Y 


r j~^ 


J 
















i 


V 


y v 




KEFRAIN. 



=1* 



a.q fl-T^E 

fJ33dGQ=3t 

* . * -*.* * 



2 



tz-tb* 



J 







fs 



r* 

Then palms of victo-ry, crowns of glory, Palms of victo- ry I shall wear. 
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3 The songsters in the arbor 
That stood beside the way, 

Attracted his attention, 

Inviting his delay : 
His watchword being " Onward ! " 

He stopped his ears and ran, 
Still shouting as he journeyed, 

Deliverance will come ! 

4 I saw him in the evening, 
The sun was bending low, 

He'd overtopped the mountain 
And reached the vale below 

He saw the golden city, 
His everlasting home, 

And shouted loud, Hosanna, 
deliverance will cornel 



5 While gazing on that city, 
Just o'er the narrow flood, 

A band of holy angels 

Came from the throne of God; 
They bore him on their pinions 

Safe o'er the dashing foam, 
And joined him in his triumph,-^ 

Deliverance has come ! 

6 I heard the song of triumph 
They sang upon that shore, 

Saying, Jesus has redeemed us 

To suffer nevermore : 
Then, casting his eyes backward 

On the race which he had run, 
He shouted loud, Hosanna 

Deliverance has come I 



795 THE CHILD OF A KING. 



HATTER E. BTTELL. 
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1. My Fa-ther is rich in houses and lands, He holdeth the wealth of the 

2. My Father's own Son, the Saviour of men ! Once wandered o'er earth as the 

3. I once was an outcast stranger on earth, A sin-ner by choice, an 

4. A tent or a cottage, why should I care ? They're building a palace for 
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world in his hands; Of ru-bies and diamonds, of sil - ver and gold, His 
poor - est of theni ; But now he is reigning for - ev - er on high, And will 
" a-lien " by birth ; But I've been " adopted," my name's written down An 
me o -ver there ; Tho' exiled from home, yet still I may sing, "All 
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coff-ers are full, he has rich- es un-told. 

give us a home in the sweet by and by. I'm the child of a King, The 

heir to a mansion, a robe, and a crown. 

glo - ry to God, I'm the child of a King." 
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child of a King ; With Je- sus, my Saviour, I'm the child of a King. 
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796 SILVERY SEA. 



FRONU. SMITH. 
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1. O silv'ry sea . 

2. I hear the cry, . 

3. The night is dark, 



. of Gal - i - lee, 
. " Save, Lord, I pray," 
. I'm on a sea 



In east - ern 
From one faint* 
.Where waves roll 
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land so fair; I fan-cy now 
heart-ed there ; My sinking heart 
high and wild ; I'm lost un - less 
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. I stand by thee, 
. takes up that cry, 
. thou pi - lot me, 
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see my Saviour there. I see him walk 
storms beat heavy here. For well I know 
Master, strong and mild. Walk to me on . 
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. his gracious will . 
. this troubled sea, 
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When billows roll . 
Can calm life's rough 
Dear Saviour, bid . 



and clouds are dark ; 

and troubled sea; . 

me walk to thee ; 



His trembling 
And to its 
I shall not 
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ones . . . from death to save, 
waves . . . say, "Peace, be still," 
fail, . . . for thou wilt save, 



Tossed helpless in their bark. 
As there on Gal - i - lee. 
As once on Gal - i - lee. 
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797 THESE SAYINGS OF MINE, 



A. P. COBB. 



J. H. F. 
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1. Whoso heareth and <fo - etfA these say-ings of mine, I will lik - en to 

2. Whoso heareth and scorned these say-ings of mine, Is fool-ish-ly 

3. Art thou foolish or wise, O thou brother of mine? Art thou heeding thy 
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one who thro' storm and thro' shine, His house wise - ly builds on the 
building thro' storm and thro' shine, His house on the sand, and 'twill 
Saviour thro' storm and thro' shine ? On the rock or the sand, O now 
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rock be-low, And safe there a -bides when the hur-ri-canes blow. 
tain-ly fall, When the storms shall descend and the tempests ap-pall. 
me, I pray, On which art thou building thy dwelling each day? 
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On the rock will I build, On the tried cor - ner - stone, Ev - er 
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sought by the best of earth's sag - es ; Yes, on thee will I , 
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build, and in thee trust a-lone, My Bedeemer, thou Bock of the A - ges. 
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798 HANDWBITING ON THE WALL, 



Words and Music by KNOWLES SHAW. 
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the feast of Bel - shaz-zar and a thousand of his lords, 
the brave cap-tive Daniel as he stood be - fore the throng, 
the faith, zeal and courage that would dare to do the right, 
our deeds are re - cord-ed, there's a Hand that's writing now, 
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While they drank from golden 
And rebuked the haughty 
Which the spir - it gave to 
Sin - ner, give your heart to 
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monarch for 
Daniel, this 
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the book of truth records ; 

his mighty deeds of wrong ; 

the se-cret of his might ; 

his roy-al man-date bow; 
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In the night as they rev - el in the roy - al pal - ace hall, 

As he read out the writing, 'twas the doom of one and all, 

In his home in Ju - de - a, or a cap-tive in the hall 

For the day is ap-proaching, it must come to one and all, 
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They were seized with conster-na-tion, 'twas the hand up - on the wall. 

For the kingdom now was finished said the hand up - on the walL 

He un - der-stood the writing of his God up - on the wall 

When the sinner's con-dem - na-tion will be writ - ten on the walL 
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HANDWRITING ON THE WALL, Concluded, 
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'Tis the hand of God on the wall, 

'Tis the hand of God that is writ - ing on 



5 -=* 

1 ' r=B 



the wall; 



g 







5 







-E- 



3C3~" k. 


Pk 




1 


m . 


~Gf~ 


. 






rfar h 


A ._ 


a 


tt 








I 1 


? fl 





M 



y y 

'Tis the hand of God on the wall, 

'Tis the hand of God that is writ - ing on the wall 
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Shall the record be " Found wanting," or shall it be "Found trusting?" 
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While that hand is writ - ing on the wall. 
While that hand is writ - ing, writ - ing on. the wall. 
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799 HE WILL COME, 



MRS. C. L. SHACKLOCK. 

Solo. 




J. H. ROSECBAWS. 
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1. He will come, our ris - en Lord, By and by, by and by ; 

2. He will come, our gra - cious King, By and by, by and by ; 

3. There will be no wea - ry night, By and by, by and by; 
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He will all his saints re -ward, 
Songs of tri-umph we will sing, 
For the Lamb will be our light, 



By and by, by and by. 
By and by, by and by. 
By and by, by and by. 
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Full CUorum. 
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in his pres-ence we will meet, There to hold commun-ion sweet; 
He will come his own to bear To the mansions pure and fair, 
Let us cast a - side our fear, For that day will soon be here, 
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Heav'n will be with joy re-plete, By and by, by and by. 
And his glo ry we will share, By and by, by and by. 
And the Sav-xur will ap-pear, By and by, by and by. 
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800 SOMEDAY. 



MBS. A. L. D. 
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1. Some day, some day, I know not when, For me will come a heav'nly birth ; 
2 Some day, some day, I know not when, My eyes will close in qui-et rest; 
3. Some day, some day, I know not when, Or whether it be far or near; 
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My soul will hear the an-gel's call, And I shall pass a-way from earth. 
Up - lift - ing arms will bear me home, My soul shall ev - er - more be blest. 
I walk in faith, 'tis when God wills, When all fulfilled my mis-sion here. 
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Some day, some day, I know not when, My Sav-iour will be with me then; 
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ot when, My Sav-iour will be with me then. 
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801 FOREVER THINE, 



MBS. C. L. SHACKLOCK. 



T. FRANK ALIEN. 
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1. thou who hast my ransom paid, On thee my load of sin is laid ; 

2. A - far from thee I wandered long, Redeem-ing love is now my song; 

3. The world no more enchains my soul, I bow a -lone to thy con-trol; , 

4. With grateful heart thy praise I sing, My hopes, my fears to thee I bring; 
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To thee my all I now re-sign, For I am thine, for-ev - er thine. 

On me the beams of mer- cy shine, For I am thine, for-ev - er thine. 

I on - ly know thy will "di-vine, For I am thine, for-ev - er thine. 

Faith's sweet as - surance now is mine, For I am thine, for - ev - er thine. 



^ 




Forev - er thine ! . . can words ex - press .... Thy wondrous 
Forev-er thine ! can words express 
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love, .... thy tender- ness? . . Thy mercy, love . . . 
Thy wondrous love, thy tenderness? Thy mercy, love 
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FOREVER THINE, Concluded, 



ff di 






=]== 
* is 



m 



and grace corn-bine ... To make me thine, for - ev - er thine, 
and grace combine 
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802 SHALL I BE THERE? 

L. A. M. S. Arr. FBED A. FILLMOR*. 
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1. When earthly things have ceased to be, And life e-ternal fruit shall bear 

2. When in the bright eternal world, The" good possess those mansions fair: 
3. When close around the Saviour's seat The saints have gathered ev'ry-where 

4. When drawing near the glorious throne The bright angelic hosv t appear 
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When all the saints are gathered home, Shall 
Se - cure at last from all that harms, Shall 
To cast their crowns at Jesus' feet, Shall 
To join in one glad burst of praise, Shall 
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I be there ? 
7 be there? Shall I, Shall I be there? 
^ be there? 
I be there? 
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Shall I, shall I be there? When all the good are gathered home, Shall I be there? 
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803 THE HAPPY, COMING DAY, 



CHAS. M. FILLMOEE. 



J. H. ROSECKANS. 
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1. The time ordained of God will come, O hap-py, com-ing day ! 
2. O, glorious thought! that land to gain ! O hap-py, com-ing day! 
3. There all our loved ones we shall greet, O hap-py, com-ing day ! 
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all the ransomed will go home, O'er sin-cursed earth no more to roam, 
free from sorrow, grief and pain, Wash'd clean from every guilty stain, 
them to walk the golden street, In ho - ly con - ver - sa - tion sweet, 
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hap-py, com-ing day. Hap-py day, hap-py 
Hap-py day, 


day, 
hap-py day, 
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happy, coming day ! 
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Happy day, happy day, O happy, coming day 
Happy day, happy day, 
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804 NEARER THE CROSS, 
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MBS. Jos. F. KNAPP. 
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1. " Nearer the cross," my heart can say, I am coming nearer, Nearer the 

2. Nearer the Christian's mercy seat, I am coming nearer, Feastijg my 

3. Nearer in prayer my hope aspires, I am coming nearer, Deeper the 
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cross from day to day, I am coming near-er ; Near-er the cross where 
soul on man-na sweet, I am coming near-er ; Stronger in faith, more 
love my soul desires, I am coming near-er ; Near-er the end of 
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Je - BUS died, Nearer the fountain's crimson tide, Nearer my Sav-iour's 
clear I see, Je - sus who gave him-self for me; Nearer to him I 
toil and care, Nearer the joy I long to share, Nearer the crown I 
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still would he : Still I'm com - ing nearer, Still I'm com 
soon shall wear : I am com - ing nearer, I am coin 
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805 BEAUTIFUL PORT OF THE BLEST. 



JESSIB H. BROWN. 



pp 



Echo. 



J. H. P. 



it.5 - N ~~is' is" ' " " - "" 


S' J 




N \ 


K, 


^m^c _ _i J i -P j 


1 _ 


, 




* _. 


,. 


J _] 


J " 


^y ci N m m m t 









* 


^ 


J 4 


1 


J- V -5- -3- -3- -J -0- * - * 

u u 

1. The voyage has been wea - ry but hark 1 (but hark !) The plash of the 
2. The night has been drear - y, but see! (but see!) A -cross the wild 
3. The sea has been trou-bled, but lo! (but lo!) We look thro' the ' 
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breakers we hear ; It comes thro' the shad-ow -ing dark, (the dark,) To 
wa-ters a - far, Is shin -ing for you and for me, (for me,) The 
gath - er - ing light ; And now we as - sur - ed - ly know, (we know,) The 
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light of the day-bringing star, 
land of our God is in sight. 
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BEAUTIFUL POET OF THE BLEST, Concluded, 
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806 EVEE WILL I PEAT, 
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1. Fa - ther, in the morning Un - to thee I pray ; Let thy lov-ing 
2. At the bus - y noontide, Pressed with work and care, Then I'll wait with 
3. When the evening shadows Chase a-way the light, Father, then I'll 
4. Thus in life's glad morning, In its bright noon-day, In its shadowy 
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There is a gate that stands a - jar, And thro' its port - als gleam-ing, 

That gate a - jar stands free for all Who seek thro' it sal - va - tion ; 

Press on-ward, then, tho' foes may frown, While mercy's gate is 6 - pen ; 

Be-yond the riv-er's brink we'll lay The cross that here is tak - en, 
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A radiance from the crown a - far, The Saviour's love re -veal -ing. 
The rich and poor, the great and small, Of ev - 'ry tribe and na - tion. 
Ac-cept the cross, and win the crown, Love's ev-er-last - ing to - ken. 
And bear the crown of life a - way, And love him more in heav - en. 



<T~*~\ 


t ? .tr~ t- 


pi j . 1 


~ FTf f* t 


REFRAIN. 

n h ' " ' ^ ' 


f ' 




s ,'j ^ 


iK J K 1 1L I 


t i 


JF 


r 'H " i 


_l ^ J -P" J 


ii i 


W^^ ! 


mm m m 


j 1 M a W a 


k. 1 


vSU J 




J J J W 2 2 * 


2 J Nil 


/ ' m m m mm m g ^ M 

Yes, in the blood of Christ I see The gate that stands a - jar for me, 


r\* p 


m *. . p 


1 1 


r P I 


) L. 


r j r n 


W " - r i_ 


L. f 1 


-* P 


U U* 


w 1 F f 


r u 1 


i j 




*" i it 


j i * - 


U" i ix i 


\j | r \^ 


nil 1 m a m 


t, * . _* d 


i 1 ^ * *l j-| 


v*y 5 L j 5 j 


J * * 


W ^ J 1 1 


For me, for me, That stands a - 
For me, for me, 


jar for me. 
f- ^ 


""> 




m m \ L 


F F P P 1 1 


J* "f 


* , r * 


If i L 1_ I* 


r r c ii 


-^ 7 


V k 7 


^ i/ F i J 


1 p p II 








r r u 


By peimisrion. 393 


p 1 i 



808 CLEFT FOB ME, 



FANNY CROSBY. 



T. C. O'KiNK. 



f\ W v 1 K v 












-y I 


TJ O 




_i 






P 






, I 


ES '' ** N 


I 


r^ i 


h. r^ 


2{ J 












K- 1 






i r 








9, 


r. 




s 


J 1 


\S \) - !* .^ 


^ ! J ^ 


J 




- j*j - 


- 


i 


2 


9 


R . ' _l 


*2 "^^ "^^ ^^ "^ 
1. Mighty Bock, whose tow'ring form Looks above the frowning storm; 
2. Of the springs that from thee burst, Let me drink and quench my thirst ; 
3. When I near the stream of death, When I feel its chill-y breath, 
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810 WHEN THE WAITING TIME, 
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1. When the waiting time is over, When the Master bids us come, In the 

2. When the waiting time is over, Battles fought and vict'ries won, We shall 

3. When the waiting time is over, When the toils of life are past, We shall 




;lad and bright for-ev - er, We shall rest in peace at home. When the 
bear the Saviour's welcome, " Good and faithful one, well done." 
sing with holy rapture, " Praise the Lord, we're home at last." When the 
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811 TAKE ME AS I AM. 
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Je - sus, my Lord, to thee I cry, TJn-less thou help me I must die ; 
Helpless I am and full of guilt, But yet for me thy blood was spilt; 
I bow be-fore the mer-cy- seat, Be-hold me, Saviour, at thy feet; 
If thou hast work for me to do, In-spire my- will, my heart renew ; 
And when at last the work is done, The battle fought, the vict'ry won, 
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Oh, bring thy free sal - va - tion nigh, And take me as I am. 

And thou canst make ine what thou wilt, And take me as I am. 

Thy work be - gin, thy work complete, And take me as I am. 

And work botli in, and by me too, And take me as I am. 

Still, still my cry shall be a - lone, Oh, take me as I am. 
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812 I'M COMING BACK TO-NIGHT, 
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813 JUST AS I AM, 

Melody by the late J. H. STOCKTON. Har. by W. J. K. 
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I am, without one plea, But that thy blood was shed for me, 
I am, and waiting not To rid my soul of one dark blot 
I am, tho' tossed about With many a conflict, many a doubt, 
I am, thou wilt receive, Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve, 
I am thy love, unknown, Has broken ev- 'ry barrier down ; 
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And that thou bid'st me come to thee, O Lamb of God, 
To thee, whose blood can cleanse each spot, O Lamb of God, 
With fears with-in, and foes with-out, O Lamb of God, 
Be - cause thy prom-ise I be-lieve, O Lamb of God, 
Now to be thine, yea, thine a-lone, O Lamb of God, 
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I come. 
I come. 
I come. 
I come. 
I come. 
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me as I am, 
me, take me as 
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And since for sin thy blood a-tones, O Lamb of God, 
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814 FOE YOU AND FOE ME. 

Words and Music by WILL. L. THOMPSON. 
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1. Soft - ly and tenderly Jesus is call-ing, Calling for you and for me, 

2. Why should we tarry when Jesus is pleading, Pleading for you and for me ? 
8. Time is now fleeting, the moments are passing, Passing from you and from me> 
4. Oh, for the wonderful love he has promised, Promised for you and for me, 
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See on the portals he's waiting and watching, Watching for you and for me. 
Why should we linger and heed not his mercies, Mercies for you and for me? 
Shadows are gathering, death beds are coming, Coming for you and for me. 
Tho : we have sinned he has mercy and pardon, Pardon for you and for me. 
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Come home, come home, Ye who are wea-ry, come home, 

come home, come home, 
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Earnestly, tender-ly, Je-sus is calling, Calling, O sinner, come home. 
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815 COME, SINNER, COME! 



WILL. E. WMTEK. 



H. R. PALMER. 
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1. While Je - sus whis - pers to you, Come, sin - ner, come! 

2. Are you too heav - y lad - en? Come, sin 

3. Oh, hear his ten - der plead - ing, Come, sin 
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ner; come ! 



Brff- ; f-H 



t 



' ; 

f^r* 1 



P 





While we are pray - ing for you, Come, sin - ner, come! 

Je - sus will bear your bur - den, Come, sin - ner, "come! 

Come and re-ceive the bless - ing, Come, sin - ner, come! 
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Now is the time to own him, Come, 
Je - sus will not de - ceive you, Come, 
While Je - sus whis - pers to you, Come, 
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Now is the time ' to know him, Come, sin - ner, come! 

Je - sus can now re -deem you, Come, sin - ner, come! 

While we are pray - ing for you, Come, sin - ner, come! 
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816 HE IS CALLING, 



JESSIE H. BROWN. 
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J. H. FnxHOBV. 
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1. Soul, a Sav - iour thou art needing ! Soul, a Sav - iour waits for thee ! 

2. He has died for thy transgression, If thou wilt, thou canst be free: 

3. Do not lin - ger till the mor-row ; Let thy lov - ing an-swer ~he., 
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Hear his words of ten-der plead-ing, Hear his gra-cious " Come to me." 

Soul, he waits for thy con-fess - ion, " Saviour, I will go to thee." 

"Sav-iour, in my joy or sor-row, I will ev - er go to thee." 
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He is call-ing, soft- ly call-ing, On thine ear his voice is fall -ing; 
He is calling, gently calling, On thine ear his voice is falling ; 
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He is call-ing, soft - ly call-ing, " Come to me and be at rest." 
He is calling, softly calling, " Come to me and be at rest." 
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81? LOVINGLY, TENDERLY CALLING, 



W. A. v/GDEN. 



EE 



W. A. OQDEN- 



-*- 



mi 



-fs- 



\ S 







^ 






5" 

1. Je-sus, the loving Shepherd, Calleth thee now to come In - to the 

2. Je-sus, the loving Shepherd, Gave his dear life for thee, Ten-der - ly 

3. Lingering is but fol - ly, Wolves are abroad to-day, Seek-ing the 
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fold of safety, Where there is rest and room. Come in the strength of 
now he's call - ing, Wan-der - er, come to me. Haste, for without is 
sheep who're straying, Seeking the lambs to slay. Je-sus, the lov-ing 
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manhood, Come in the mom of youth, En-ter the fold of 
danger, Come, cries the Shepherd blest, En-ter the fold of 
Shepherd. Call-eth thee now to come In -to the fold of 
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safe-ty, 
safe-ty, 
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En-ter the way of truth. 
En-ter the place of rest. Lov-ing-ly, tcn-der-ly call -ing is he; 
Where there is rest and room. 
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LOVINGLY, TENDERLY CALLING, Concluded. 
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818 THE LOED IS MY SHEPHEBD. 

(CHANT.) 



LOWELL MASON. 
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A-men. 
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1 THE Lord is my Shepherd ; I | shall not ( want ; || he maketh me to lie 
\ down in green pastures; he leadeth me heside the | still | waters. 

2 He restoreth my soul; he leadeth me in the paths of righteousness for 

his | name's | sake. || Yea, though I walk through the valley of the 
shadow of death, I will fear no evil; for thou art with me; thy rod and 
thy | staff, they | comfort me. 

3 Thou preparest a table before me, in the presence of mine enemies; thou 

anointest my head with oil ; my | cup runneth [ over. |[ Surely, goodness 
and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life ; and I will dwell in the 
house of the | Lord for- 1 ever. || Amen. 
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819 COME TO THE FOUNT, 



W, T TIBPS. 



J.H.F. 
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1. Come, is the Saviour's dy- ing word To all who seek re - lief ; 

2. Come, is the Spir - it's ten-der call To sinners doomed to die ; 

3. Come, for the gra-cious Saviour stands Still pleading for your love ; 
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Come, with your guilt and wea-ry load, Come with your sin and grief. 
Come, says the Church on earth and all The ransomed saints on high. 
Come, yield your heart to his commands ; Come, seek the home a-bove. 










f^ 



CHORUS. 



vcr& 4 r-*r~^ i * 


J J jd 


3 . ^ > 


_, 


imp j j i J i 


1 I [ 


J J J _j n m 


SI J 


ivy s * . * j j 


\ J ! 


m 


MB fil 


J - es Uul'i 

Full is the fount whose healing tide Opened for all when the Saviour died ; 
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Come, and his par-don full re-ceive, Je - sus e - ter - nal life will give. 
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820 WHO IS THIS? 



A. 


P. COBB. 
Alto Moloi 
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Who is this, from E - dom 
Wherefore are thy garments 
Was there none to aid thee, 
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crim - son tide?" 
fear - ful -strife?" 
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" 'Tis thy Sav-iour, full of mer - cy, Who for sin 

" For thy sake, O sin - ner, straying From thy Fa - 

"None to aid! my death of an-guish Won for thee 
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Thus for me, O Sav-iour, bleeding, Melts my sin - ful soul! 
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With me all thy wounds are pleading, Cleanse me, make me whole. 
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821 WILL YOU COME? 




tXBSIK H. BRO'WN 
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J. H. FHLHOBB. 
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1. There is rest for the wea-ry, if rest they will seek,, There is 

2. There is sight for the blinded, and cure for the ill, There is 

3. There is peace for the troubled and free-dom for slaves, There is 
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cheer for the lone-ly and strength for the weak ; There is par-don and 
balm for the wounded be healed if you will; There is zest for your 
hope for the hopeless, and light up-on graves; Oh, hear the glad 
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bless-ing, and end - less re-ward, There is per- feet sal - va-tion in 
la - bors, and sweetness in rest, There is all that is pur-est, and 
message, and heed its sweet call ! There is room and a welcome with 
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Je-sus, the Lord. Will you come, will you come to the Lord? 
dear-est, and best. ' 
Je-sus for all. Will you come, 
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WILL YOU GOME? Concluded. 
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Will you come? will you come ? Oh, ye souls that have seen him re- 

Will you come? 
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vealed in his word! Will you come? will you come? 
Will you come ? will you come? 
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822 COME UNTO ME. 

(OHAOT.) 



ANON. 
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A-men. 
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1 COME unto me, all ye that labor and are | heavy- 1 laden, || and 1 1 will f* 

give you | rest. / 

2 Take'my yoke upon you, and learn of me: for I am meek and | lowlyin | 

heart : || and ye shall find | rest un- | to your | souls. 

3 For my yoke is easy, and my ] burden-is | light, || for my yoke is easy, J and 

my | burden"is | light. 

4 And the Spirit and the Bride say, Come. And let him that | heareth,"say, | 

Come. || And let him that is athirst come ; and whosoever will, let him 
take the | water"of | life | freely. A- | men. 
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823 WONDERFUL WOEDS OF SALVATION. 



JMSIE H. BROWN. 



J. H. FlLLMOKB. 
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Dear is the hope that the gospel reveals, Wonderful words of salva-tion ! 
Out in the darkness there floated to me, Wonderful words of salva-tion ! 
Now I repeat them wherev - er I go, Wonderful words of salva-tion ! 
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Dear to my heart are 
" Je - sus has died as a rai 
Others will hear them wii 
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n for thee " ^This was their strange revelation, 
adness I know, Heeding their fond exhortation. 
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Won-der-ful words, won-der- ful words, Wonder-ful words of 


life! 
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Dearest of histories, strangest 
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824 HEAVEN AT LAST. 



H. BONAB, D. D. 
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W. J. KlRKPATRICK. 
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1. An - gel voic - es sweet - ly sing - ing, Ech - oes thro' the blue dome 

2. On the Jas-per threshold stand-ing, Like a pil-grim safe-ly 

3. Soft - est voic - es sil - ver peal - ing, Fresh-est fragrance, spir-it- 

4. Not a tear-drop ev - er fall - eth, Not a pleasure ev - er 
5.^ Christ him-self the liv - ing splen-dor, Christ the sunlight, mild and 
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ring - ing, News of wondrous gladness bringing; Ah, 'tis heav'n at last ! 
land - ing, See the strange bright scene expanding ; Ah, 'tis heav'n at last ! 
heal - ing, Hap-py hymns around us steal-ing ; Ah, 'tis heav'n at last 1 
pall - etn, Song to song for - ev - er call - eth ; Ah, 'tis heav'n at last ! 
ten - der, Prais-es to the Lamb we ren - der; Ah, 'tis heav'n at last! 
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last! heav'n at last ! 
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last ! heav'n at last ! Endless, boundless glory, In heav'n at last ! 
(SS- f ?- - - f ^ f ^ * .(J 'T v^ .. 




fr 


?> 


-g,^ 


L i- f- 


- h 


1 


"T 6 r 


9 t 1 


r 


-to r* P- 


-y y u u y 







4- w 


CoDTticht. 1881. 


* 

by W. J 


f i l 


11^ w w w y 


_1 , ^ 





415 



825 BEHOLD THE BBIDEGBOOM, 
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1. Are you read-y for the Bridegroom When he comes, when he comes f 

2. Have your lamps trimmed and burning When he comes, when he comes ; 

3. We will all go out to meet him When he comes, when he comes ; 

4. We will chant al - le - lu - ias When he comes, when he comes; 
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Are you read-y for the Bridegroom When he comes, when he comes? 
Have your lamps trimmed and burning When he comes, when he comes; 
We will all go out to meet him When he comes, when he comes; 
We will chant al - le - lu - ias When he comes, when he comes ; 
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lie-hold ! he com - eth ! be - hold ! he 
He quick-ly com - et-h ! he quick - ly 
He sure - ly com - eth ! he sure - ly 
Lo ! now he com - eth ! lo ! now he 
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meet him when the Bridegroom comes, 
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BEHOLD THE BRIDEGROOM, Concluded, 
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comes, for be comes! Behold the Bridegroom, for he comes, for he comes! 
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826 ONLY WAITING, 



MBS. G. L. SHACKLOCK. 



T. C. O'KANB. 
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1. On - ly waiting, on - ly wait-ing For my loving Lord's command; 

2. Clad in faith, as with an ar - mor, Standing on the shore of Time, 

3. There is but a veil that hid - eth All its glo-ries from my sight ; 

4. Trusting in the Saviour's mer - its, By the Shepherd sought and found \ 
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When he calls me I shall has - ten To the bright and bet-ter land. 

Soon I'll . see the wondrous beau-ty Of that blest and peaceful clime. 

Soon the night of pain will van -ish In the morning's gold-en light. 

Ev - er - last - ing arms of mer - cy Bear me up and clasp me round. 

D. S. / shall dwell with God for -ev - er When he gives my soul re - lease. 
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O'er the riv - er, o'er the riv - er, There is glad-ness, joy and peace ; 
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827 I HOK3 TO MEET YOU ALL IN GLOBI. 



PITT. 



WM. J. KJBKPATBK&. 
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1. I hope to meet you all in glo-ry, When the storms of life are o'er ; 

2. I hope to meet you all in glo-ry, By the tree of life so fair ; 

3. I hope to meet you all in glo-ry, Bound the Saviour's throne above; 

4. I hope to meet you all in glo-ry, When my work on earth is o'er ; 
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I hope to tell the dear old sto-ry, On the bless-ed shin - ing shore. 

I hope to praise our dear Redeemer For the grace that brought me there. 

I hope to join the ransomed army Singing now re - deem-ing love. 

I hope to clasp your hands rejoicing On the bright e - ter - nal shore. 
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I HOPE TO MEET YOU ALL, Concluded. 
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hope to meet you there, A crown of vie - fry wear, In glo - ry. 
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828 THE LAND CELESTIAL, 
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J. H. ROSECBANft. 
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1. There is a land ce - les-tial, A world that's bright and fair, And o'er its 

2. There flows the peaceful river Beneath the tree of life I There comes no 

3. There are the sweet-voiced angels Around the great white throne, Who bow in 

4. And all in joy-ous sing-ing, And peace for ev-er-more, There in that 
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of mourning, Nor sound of bit - ter strife. Land of per-fect beauty I 
ing horn-age To him who rules a - lone, 
off coun-try, Up on the gold-en shore. 
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World so bright and fair ! When will angels call me? When shall I be thereT 



829 THE WELCOME TEAT'S WAITINGS 



J. H. PAINTHL 




Melody by J. H. PAINTXB. 















1. There's a home with the Saviour for all who believe, Where watching and 

2. That home is a ha-ven for mar- iners tossed On the storm-riven 

3. O my soul is in rapture, that home draweth nigh, Darling loved ones h, 




waiting will nevermore be, And the Father's glad welcome each saint will receive, 
waves and the billow-y sea, Which beat o'er a vessel that can not be lost 
glo-ry I almost can see ; Then haste, thee, my Saviour, and take me on high, 
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And that is the welcome in waiting for me. The wel - 
And that is the ha - ven in waiting for me. The ha 
To share in that glory that's waiting for me. The glo 
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The welcome that's waiting, the 
The ha-ven that's waiting, the 
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welcome that's waiting, The welcome that's waiting for me, for me; The 
ha - ven that's waiting, The ha-ven that's waiting for me, for me ; The 
glo - ry that's waiting, The glo - ry that's waiting for me, for me ; The 
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THE WELCOME TEAT'S WATTING. Concluded. 
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come, the wel 
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come, The welcome that's waiting for me. 
ven, The haven that's waiting for me. 
ry, The glory that's waiting for me. 
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welcome that's waiting, the welcome that's waiting, 
haven that's waiting, the haven that's waiting, 
glory that's waiting, the glory that's waiting, 



830 THE HAVEN OF THE SOUL. 



JESSIE H. BROWN. 
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1. We are sailing on the ship of Zi - on, While the storms about us roll, 

2. Christ is Captain of the ship of Zi - on, We can sure-ly trust his might, 

3. Tho' the tempests beat in angry fir - ry, Tho' they lash the waves to foam, 




'. To the City where ourwealth is treasured, To the Ha- ven of the soul. 
Thro' the dangers that are round about us, He will guide our ship a-right. 
We can sing amid their wildest raging, For we sail toward God and home. 
D. S. We are sail-ing in the ship of Zi- on, To the Ha- ven of the soul. 
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Sail - ing, we are sail - ing, While the storms a - bout us roll ; 
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831 WONDERFUL LOVE, 



Music and Chorus by J. W. MCGAKVEY, J. 
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1. How shall I my Saviour set forth? How shall I his beauties de-clare? 

2. Tho' once he was nailed to the cross, Vile rebels like me to set free, 

3. O sin-ners ! believe and a - dore This Saviour, so rich to re-deem ; ( 

4. Come, all ye who see yourselves lost, And feel yourselves burdened mth sin, 
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Or how shall I speak of his worth, Or what his chief dig-ni-ties are ? 

His glo - ry sus-tain-ed no loss, E - ter-nal his kingdom shall be. 
No creature can ev - er ex - plore The treasure of goodness in him. 
Draw near while with terror you' re tossed, 0-bey and your peace shall begin. 
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O won - derful love ! . . O won - derful love ! . . 
O wonderful love! O wonderful love ! Wonderful love ! O wonderful love ) 
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O won - - derful, wonderful love, My Saviour showed to me. 
Wonderful, wonderful, wonderful love, 
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832, NEARER TO THEE. 



JXSSIE H. BROWN. 
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1. Back from the Long 
2. Oft in an hour of 
3. Thus let me dai-ly 
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Ago, Distant and dim, Breathing a warning low, 
bliss Comes the refrain, Bid-ding me find in this, 
rise Nearer thy throne, Near-er the lasting prize 
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Comes a sweet hymn ; Fraught with my childhood dreams, Is it for me ; 
Heav-en - ly gain ; E'en in my griefs I say : Fa - ther, I flee 
Kept for thine own ; E'en when Death's heralds come, Lord, may they be 
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Sa-cred and tender seems, " Nearer to thee ;" 
Out of this clouded way, Nearer to thee; 
An-gels to lead me home, Nearer to thee; 
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-"Still all my song shall be, 
-"So by my woes .to be 
-"An-gels to beckon me, 
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Nearer, my God, to thee, Nearer, my God, to thee, 
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833 GATHEKING HOME, 



Words arranged by L. H. JAMESON. 
.Solo. 



W. A. OGDKN. 
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1. They're gathering homeward from ev'ry land, One by one, one by onej 

2. They're gathering homeward from ev'ry shore, One by one, one by one} 

3. We are hastening homeward to join the band, One by one, one by one; 
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Their feet are now pressing the shin -ing strand, Yes, one by one. 

To join with the faithful ones gone be - fore, Yes, one by one. 

Who have entered their rest in the better land, Yes,- one by one. 
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Their labor-stain'd garments are all laid down, Their brows are adorn'd with a 
Thro' great tribulations they made their way From regions of darkness to 
AVUb angels we'll sweep thro 1 the pearly gates Of the city where Christ, the 
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living crown , And cloth'd in white raiment, they rest on the shore Of the 
endless day ; And now, in the presence of God and the Lamb, They cease 
forerunner, waits, And join, with millions around the white throne, In hymn- 
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GATHERING HOME, Concluded, 
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riv - er of life for ev - ermore. 
not to worship the great I AM. Gath'ring home, gath'ring home, Cross-ing the 
ing the praise of the Ho -ly One. 
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riv-er one by one, Gath'ring home, gath'ring home, Yes, one by one. 
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834 FOBGIVE US OUE DEBTS. 



D. R. LUCAS. 



W. LEE DUNLAVT. 
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Forgive us our debts now, we pray, As we all our debtors forgive; 
Our guilt and our sins take a-way, That we in thy mercy may live. 
For - give us our debts and remove A - far all our guilt as we pray ; 
May the blood of the covenant prove A fountain of mer - cy to - day. 
For - give us our debts and we all Our debtors will par-don ex-tend ; 
That we thy forgiveness may call, And own thee our Father and Friend. 
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For-give for-give As we all our debtors for-give ; 

us our debts, us our debts, 

That we in thy mer-cy may . . live. 
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835 ANGEL YOICES, 



ELIZA SHERMAN. 



J. H. FlLLMOBS. 







Just a-cross the si-lent riv - er Is a house not made with hands, 

Just a-cross the si-lent riv - er There's a harp of shin-ing gold, 

Just a-cross the si-lent riv - er, In the un-dis-cov-ered land, 
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And the peace which God hath spoken Soft-ly rests o'er all its lauds; 
Wait - ing till my ransomed spir-it Shall its mel-o - dy un-fold ; 
There are liv - ing wa - ters flow-ing Soft-ly o'er the gold-en sand ; 
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And I hear sweet angel voic-es Chiming o'er the crystal sea, 
Still I hear the an -gel voic-es Chiming o'er the crystal sea, 
And I hear the an -gel voic-es King-ing o'er the crystal sea, 
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" In that land of light and beauty, There's a mansion bright, for thee." 
" In those pearly mansions yon-der, There's a harp laid up for thee." 
" There's a robe of wondrous whiteness, In those mansions bright, for thee." 
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ANGEL VOICES, Concluded, 
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Chim - ing, chim - ing, Far a - cross the crystal sea, 
Soft-ly chiming, sweetly chiming, Come those voices yet to me, 

Still those voices come to me, 

f- -f- 



3 







m 







-V- 







-H_^ ^ ^ . , h _ 

" In that land of light and beauty, There's a mansion bright, for thee." 
" In those pearly mansions yonder, There's a harp laid up for thee." 
" There's a robe of wondrous whiteness, In those mansions bright, for thee." 
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836 SING OF JESUS. 
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Sing of Jesus, sing for - ev - er, Of the love that changes nev-er; 
With his blood the Lord has bought them ; When they knew him not he'sought them ; 
Thro' the desert Jesus leads them ; With the bread of heav'n he feeds them ; 
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Who, or what from him can sev - er Those he makes his own 
And from all their wand'rings brought them His the praise a - lone. 
And thro' all the way he speeds them To their home a - bove. 
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837 WAITING TO WELCOME US THERE, 



RUSSELL. 



J. H. ROSECRANS. 




1. On that shore, on that bright golden shore, Where the darkness of night 

2. By and by we shall rest in that land, With the loved and the lost 

3. Ev - 'ry day we are near-ing the shore, All the sor-rows of earth 
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is unknown, Where the bright angels stand ev - er-more, Glo - ry- 
gone be - fore, By and by we will join that glad band, And ho- 
soon shall cease, We will soon hear the dip of the oar, Soon re- 
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crowned at the Father's great throne; They are wait-ing to wel-coine us 
san-nas will sing ev - er - more ; Heaven's King in his beau - ty we'll 
pose in that ha - ven of peace; O how hap - py are they who have 
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there, To the joys and e-ter-nal de-light, Of a home in that man- 
see, And the wealth of that cit - y unrolled, And O what a glad 
gone Ta that realm of e - ter - ni - ty fair ! They are waiting, our pil- 
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WAITING TO WELCOME US, Concluded. 
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sion so fair, When earth's sorrows shall fade from our sight, 
day 'twill be, When we stand in that cit - y of gold. They are 
grim-age done, They are wait -ing to wel-come us there. 
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wait - ing, . . They are wait -ing . . They are 
wait-ing, waiting, waittng, wait-ing, waiting, waiting, 
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wait - ing to wel-come us there. They 
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They are wait-ing, . . . They are 
waiting, waiting, waiting, 
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838 WHAT A GATHEBING THAT WILL BE. 
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At the sounding of the trumpet, when the saints are gathered home, 
When the an - gel of the Lord proclaims that time shall be no more, 

At the great and fi-nal judgment, when the hidden comes to light, 
When the golden harps are sounding, and the an - gel bands proclaim, 
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We will greet each oth-er by the crys-tal sea, (crys-tal sea,) With the 
We shall gather, and the saved and ransomed see, (glad-ly see,) Then to 
When the Lord in all his glo-ry we shall see, (we shall see,} At the 
In triumphant strains'the "glorious ju - bi-lee, ( ju - bi - lee,) Then to : 
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friends and all the loved ones there a - wait-ing us to come, What a 
meet a - gain to - geth - er on the bright ce-les-tial shore What a 
bid-ding of our Sav-iour, "Come, ye bless-ed, to my right," What a 
meet and join to sing the song of Mo-ses and the Lamb, What a 
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WHAT A GATHERING, Concluded. 
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'ring, gath - 'ring, At the sounding of the glorious 
loved ones when we'll meet with one another, 
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gath - - 'ring. What a gath'ring of the faithful that will be! 
dear ones meet each other, 
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839 THY WILL BE DONE, 

JOHN BOWEING. (HYMN CHANT.) 
_ Fine. 
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Close. Thy will be done. 
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1 " THY will be | clone." || In devious way The hurrying stream of | life may | 

run ; j| Yet still our grateful hearts shall say, | " Thy will be | done." 
" " ' 



2 " Thy will be | done." || If o'er us shine A gladdening and a | prosperous j 
sun, II This prayer will make it more divine | "Thy will be | done." 



8 "Thy wil! be | done." || Though shrouded o'er Our J path with j gloom, j| 
one comfort, one Is ours : to breathe, while we ador, | " Thy will be | 
done." 
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840 SOME SWEET DAY, 

ARTHUR W. FRENCH. D. B. TOWNEE, by pet. 
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1. We shall reach the riv - er side, Some sweet day, some sweet day; 

2. We shall pass in - side the gate, Some sweet day, some sweet day ; 

3. We shall meet our loved and own, Some sweet day, some sweet day ; 
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We shall cross the storm-y tide, Some sweet day, some sweet day ; 

Peace and plen - ty for us wait, Some sweet day, some sweet day ; 

Gath'ring round the great white throne, Some sweet day, some sweet day ; 
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We shall press the sands of gold, While be - fore our eyes un - fold, 
We shall hear the wondrous strain, Glo - ry to the Lamb that's slain ; 
By the tree of life so fair, Joy and rapture ev 'ry-where; 
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Heav-en's splen-dors, yet un - told, Some sweet day, some sweet day. 
Christ was dead, but lives a - gain, Some sweet day, some sweet day. 
O the bliss of o - ver there, Some sweet day, some sweet day. 
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841 GOD BE WITH YOD, 




W. G. TOHKEL 



N - N 



3^3 



w 

1. God be with you till we meet again, By his counsels guide, uphold you, 

2. God be with you till we meet again, 'Neath his wings securely hide you 

3. God be with you till we meet again, When life's perils thick confound you 

4. God be with you till we meet again, Keep love's banner floating o'er you,. 
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With his sheep se -cure-ly fold you, God be with you till we meet again. 

Dai - ly man-na still di-vide you, God be with you till we meet again. 

Put his arms un-failing round you, God be with you till we meet again. 

Smite death's threat'ning wave before you, God be with you till we meet again. 
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Till we meet, . . till we meet, Till we meet at Jesus' feet ; 

Till we meet, till we meet again, ^ Till we meet, 
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Till we meet, . . till we meet, God be with you till we meet again. 
Till we meet, till we meet again, 
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842 SOUND THE BATTLE CRY. 



Wsr. F. SHEBWIH. 
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1. Sound the bat - tie cry ! See ! the foe is nigh ; Baise the standard high 
2. Strong to meet the foe, Marching on we go, While our cause, we know, 
8. Oh ! thou God of all, Hear us when we call, Help us one and all 
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1 ; Shield and banner bright Gleaming in the light; Battling 
e ; When the battle's done, And the vic-t'ry won, May we 
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cause up - on His ho .- ly word, 
for the right We ne'er can fail. Bouse, then, soldiers, ral - ly round 
wear the crown Be-fore thy face. 
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843 WE'LL CROWN THEM. 
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1. We'll take up our stand for the youth of our land, And weave them a gar- 

2. We'll tempt not the youth from the fountain of truth.Whose waters are pure 

3. Our sweet household joys, the girls and the boys, We'll shield from the tempt- 
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land to wear ; Tho* no leaves of the vine in our wreath shall entwine, 
and di - vine, But we'll ban - ish for -e'er from our homes that are dear, 
er so bold ; And we'll bind their white brows that with innocence glow, 
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For we'll crown them with roses so fair. We'll crown them, we'll 

The chalice that sparkles with wine. 

With a crown that is rich-er than gold. We'll crown them with roses, we'll 
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crown them, We'll crown them with rose 
crown them with roses, 
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them, we'll crown them, We'll crown them with roses to wear. 

roses, we'll crown them with roses, 
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844 SOUND THE JUBILEE, 



H. S. TAYLOB. 
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1. There's a rod a - bove the o - cean, And a wind a-cross the 

2. O the might-y God has spok-en, For the children whom he 

3. We will stand a - side like Mo - ses, When Je-ho-vah pass-es 
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wave, And a pathway thro' the sea, And a path-way thro' the 
loves! He has said they shall be free, He has said they shall be 
by, And his glo - ry we will see, And his glo - ry we will 
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And a na - tion is in mo - tion For a land with-out a 
Up, . O Ja - cob ! heed the tok - en, When the fi - ery pil - lar 
For he o - pens and he clos - es With a pow - er great and 
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slave! O, sound the ju -bi-lee! O, sound the ju - bi-lee! 
moves !0, sound the ju -bi-lee! O, sound the ju - bi-lee! 
high, O, sound the ju - bi - lee ! 0, sound the ju - bi - lee ! 
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SOUND THE JUBILEE, Concluded. 





CHORDS. " * ' * - * \ ' K ~\ ~f- 

in. k P fc ' ' N i 


J 




Tr P t 1 J _P J 


5 * 9 9 




J^L |-j 


/ j PN ! * m * 


4*4 


1 










ta If 


^~ 




Ju - bi - lee I Ju - bi - lee ! Ju - bi - lee I come ! 

> j* J -S 


rv i 








ri* 3 


' j ** 


^ 


,r? 


.x j 


ji: : , 




^ 



Dim. 



A*b '-.v ' \ ~ * ," i J J 


jp r jf i 


wftiv 7 m t m * m m 


W i n W 1 


^v n 


* J f J * . 1 


Sound the sil - ver trum - pet, Call the chil - dren home ! 
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For the yoke of Eum is bro - ken, And the peo-ple shall be 
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845 VICTORY IS NEAR, 



REV. D. R. MILLER.* 



English 
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1. We have met Rum's grim Apollyon, lo ! these ma - ny wea - ry years, 
2. Oh, the day is coming, coming! we can read it in the dawn, 
3. Then, a- wake! a-rouse, ye freemen! for our chains shall dis - ap-pear; , 

f v J S| iP'f"P * * * * 




i 


A A Jl 


*)..-* f ~f f -f f f f r 'i* ' 




S j "w 


-J b 'i -J \J I/ -J Is l> \s \/ \jf \S 


u w 


" ^J ~ 


V* * V-Y + VVVVVV 






i 




i i 

V N 






Jr. 1 ~ V ^ I* 1 h ^ *' 




S 


i i 








1 


ffYl^ P* J ' ~ d d ^ d J 




a 


/d-* 1 


\Vu j * * * * # 


* J 





5r . 1 


'** 
And with ban - nered hosts have braved his bat - 

We can see the sun - light stream - ing in 
Oh, the land we love to lion - or shall 


tie cry; 
the sky; 
be free ! 
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But, hur- rah! the day is breaking and the vie - to - ry appears, 
And a thou-sand hap-py A T oic-es tell us that the night is gone, 
And a new e - man - ci - pa-tion shall re - ech - o far and near, 
D.S. Oh, lift up your streaming banners, for the mists have rolled a -way! 
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And we'll tri - umph in the dawn - ing by and by. 
And the day of our re - demp - tion draw - eth nigh. 
In the da.wn - ing of this glo - rious ju - bi - lee. 
And the bless - ed day of vie - to - ry is nigh. 
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VICTORY IS NEAR, Concluded. 
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We are bound to win the kingdom, we are bound to gain the day; 
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We will cross and take pos - ses - sion by and by. 
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846 MOTJEN FOR THE THOUSANDS SLAIN. 



S. C. BRACE. 



(CHANT,) 



TALLIS. 



/L b 








1 


c 


KVl' 


^ J*T7 


^~ 







1. Mourn for the thousands slain, The youthful 

2. Mourn for the tarnished gem, For reason's 

3. Mourn for the ruined soul, Eternal 

4. Mourn for the lost but call, Call to the 



and the strong; 
light di - vine; 
life and light; 
strong, the free ; 
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Mourn for the wine-cup's fearful reign, And the de - lud - ed throng. 
Quenched from the soul's bright diadem, Where God had bid it shine. 
Lost by the fiery, maddening bowl, And turned to hope-less night. 

Rouse them to shun that dreadful fall, And to the ref - uge flee. 
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847 BOWER. C, M,, with Chorus, (Minor,) 

ISAAC WATTS. ANOK. 




1 



j a 



I 



* gp 



-*-* 



r 



I 



1. A - las! and did my Sav-iour bleed ? And did my Sov'reign die? 

2. Was it for crimes that I had done He groaned up-on the "tree? 

3. Well might the sun in darkness hide, And shut his glo - ries in, 

4. Thus might I hide my blush-ing face While his dear cross ap - pears, 

5. But drops of grief can ne'er re-pay The debt of love I owe; 
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A - maz - ing pit - y ! grace unknown ! And love be - yond de-gree ! 
When God's own Son was cru - ci - fied For man the creature's sin. 
Dis- solve my heart in thank-ful - ness, And melt mine eyes to tears. 
Here, Lord, I give my -self a- way, 'Tis all that I can do. 
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O the Lamb, the lov - ing Lamb, The Lamb 
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The Lamb that was slain, That liv - eth a - gain, 
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848, WINDHAM, L, M. (Minor.) 



ISAAC WATTS. 



DANIEL READ. 




1. Broad is the road that leads to death, And thousands walk together there ; 

2. " De - ny thy-self, and take the cross," Is the Eedeemer's great command ; 

3. The fearful soul that tires and faints, And walks the ways of God no more, 

4. Lord, let my hopes be not in vain; Ore-ate my heart en-tire- ly new; 



j i ** yo * * r v^? 


r 


1 




u 




h^ 


r^ ~ 


p r~l 


^" & 9 r i r 






1 i 






^ 




l r 1 


/^ - - I- 








1 1 










I H 7 ' 


n J J 


r 


r 
i i 






1 








vi i At 




J A 


1 9 1 












JL\f | i 




fl - ffl i 


f -a- -j 












SB 1 ' J -J. m. & ^ -^ 




2. .._ J 


1 'J...-* 


! 2 




M 


\ 





But wisdom shows a. nar-row path, With here and there a trav-el - er. 
Nature must count her gold but dross If she would gain this heav'nly land. 
Is but esteemed al-most a saint, And makes his own destruction sure. 
This, hypocrites could ne'er attain, This, false a-pos-tates uev - er knew. 
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1. My God, and is thy ta - ble spread? And does thy cup with love o'erflow? 

2. Hail, sacred feast, which Jesus makes ; Rich banquet of his flesh and blood ; 
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Thither be all thy children led, And let them all its sweetness know. 
Thrice happy he who here partakes That sacred stream, that heav'nly flood. 
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1. That aw -ful day will sure- ly come, Th' appointed hour makes haste, 

2. Je - sus, thou Source of all my joys, Thou Ru - ler of my heart, 

3. What! to be banished from my Lord, And yet for -bid to die! 

4. wretched state of deep de-spair, To see my God re - move, 
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When I must stand be - fore my judge, And pass the sol-enm test. 
How could I bear to hear thy voice, Pronounce the word "Pepartl" 
To lin - ger in e - ter - nal pain, And death for-ev - er fly ! 
And fix iny dole - ful sta - tion where I must not taste his love ! 
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851 WOODMAN, C, M, (Minor.) 
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WOODMAN, G. M, Concluded, 
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* I heard this tune sung by a large congregation, at the St. Nicholai Church, Leipzig, Feb. 
8, 1852. L. MASON. I heard it sung in the same church about every other Sunday from 
October, 1847, to March, 1849. It appears to be the OLD HUNDREDTH of Leipzig. The Germans 
usually sing the melody only, Ihe male voices greatly predominating. The Organ supplies 
the harmony. WM. B. BBADBUBY. 
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GHAUT, Ho. 1. (Psalm cxxli.) 
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I was glad when they said | un-to | me, || Let us go in- | to the | house"of 

the | Lord. 

Our feet shall stand with- | in thy | gates, || O | Je | ru-sa- 1 lem. 
Jerusalem is builded | as a | city || that | is com- | pact to- | gether: 
Whither the tribes go up, the | tribes"of the | Lord, || unto the testimony oi 

Israel, to give thanks un- | to the | name"of the | Lord. 
For there are set | thrones of | judgment, || the thrones | of the | house of | 

David. 
Pray for the peace of Je- | ru-sa- | lem ; |[ they pball j prosper-that j love | 

thee. 

Peace be with- | in thy | walls, |) and prosperi- | ty with- | in thy | palaces. 
For my brethren and com- | pan-ions' | sakes || I will now say, | Peace | be 

with- | in thee. 
Because of the house of the | Lord our | God || I will | seek | thy | good 



CHANT, No. 2. (Psalm c.) 
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1 Make a joyful noise unto the Lord, | all ye | lands ; || serve the Lord with 
gladness, come before his | pres-ence | with | singing. 

3 Enter into his gates with thanksgiving, and into his | courts with | praise ; || 
be thankful unto him I and 1 bless his I name. 
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2 Know ye that the Lord, | he is | God 1 1| It is he that hath made us, and not 

we ourselves; we are his people, | and the | sheep of "his | pasture. 
4 For the Lord is good ; his mercy is | ev-er- | lasting, |J and his truth enduretb 

to | all | gen-e- 1 rations. 

444 



CHANT, Ho, 3. (Matt, vi : 9-13. 
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1 Our Father, who art in heaven, [hallowed | be thy | name; || thy kingdom 

come, thy will be done on | earth, as it | is in | heaven. 

2 Give us this | day our | daily | bread ; || And forgive us our trespasses as we 

forgive them that | trespass' - a- I gainst I us. 

3 And lead us not into temptation, but de- | liver | us from | evil; || For thine 

is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory, for- 1 ever. | A | men. 



CHANT, Ho, 4. (Psalm xxvii.) 
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1 The Lord is my light and my salvation ; whom | shall 1 1 fear? || the Lord is 

the strength of my life: of whom | shall I | be a- | fraid? 
3 One thing have I desired of the Lord, that will I | seek | after, || that I 

may dwell in the house of the Lord | all the | days of "my | life. 
5 For in the time of trouble he shall hide me in | his pa- 1 vilion, || in the secret 

of his tabernacle shall he hide me ; he shall set me | up up- 1 on a | rock. 
7 Hear, Lord, when I cry | with my | voice: || have mercy also upon me, | 

and | answer | me. 
9 Hide not thy face | far | from me ; || put not thy | servant"a- | way in | 

anger. 
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2 Though a host should encamp against me, my heart ] shall not 

though war should rise against me, in | this will | I be | confident. 
4 To behold the beauty | of the | Lord || and to in- | quire-^ | in his | temple. 
6 And now shall my head be lifted up above mine enemies | round a- | bout 

me ; || Therefore will I offer in his tabernacle sacrifices of joy ; I will sing; 

yea, I will sing | prais-es | unto' 'the | Lord. 
8 When thou saidst, Seek | ye my | face, || my heart said unto thee, thy face, | 

Lord, | will 1 1 aeek. 
10 Thou hast | been my | help; || leave me not, neither forsake me, O j God 

of | my sal- 1 ration. 
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CHANT, No. 5. (Rev. iv : 8-11;. v: 12, 13.) 
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HOLY, holy, holy, | Lord"God Al- | mighty ! || 

Which -was, and | is, and | is to | come, jj 

Thou art worthy, O Lord, to receive glory and | honor 'and | power; 1| 

For thou hast created all things, And for Thy pleasure they | are and (...were 

ere- | ated. || 

Worthy is the Lamb | that was | slain, || 
To receive power, and riches, and wisdom, And strength, and | honor, and | 

glory, and | blessing. || 

Blessing, and honor, and | glory, and | power, || 
Be unto him that sitteth upon the throne, And unto the | Lamb for | ever- 

and | ever. 



CHANT, No. 6. (Psalm ciii.) 



CHAS. NOBRIS. 
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1 PRAISE the Lord, | my | soul, || And all that is within me | praise His | 

holy | name. 

3 Who forgiveth | all thy | sin || and | healeth-all | thine in- | firmities. 
5 O praise the Lord, ye angels of His, ye that ex- | eel in [strength, || ye that 

fulfill His commandment and hearken im- | to the | voice of'His | word. 
7 O speak good of the Lord, all ye | works of | His, || in all | places"of | His 

do- 1 minion. 



i 



db 



3 



a. 



r 



fe^ 



^ 



2 Praise the Lord, | O my | soul, | and for- | get not | all His | benefits ; 

4 Who savetb thy life | from de- struction || and crowneth thee with ] mercy" 

and | lov-ing- J Vindness. 
6 praise the Lord, ail | ve His | hosts, || ye servants of | His that | do His \ 

pleasure. 
8 Praise thou the Lord, | Omy | buwl'JI Praise thou the | Lord, I my | soull 



OF SUBJECTS. 



Ad the hymns in this book are here arranged under the following general heads, 
tub-heads will be found under the more important. 



Appropriaft 



BAPTISM. 

CHRIST. 

CHRISTIAN. 

CHURCH. 

FAITH. 

FAMILY. . 

FUNERAL. 

BOD. 

BRACE. 

HARVEST. 

HEAVEN. 



HOLY SPIRIT. 

HOPE. 

INVITATION. 

JUDGEMENT, 

LORD'S DAY. 

LORD'S SUPPER. 

LOVE. 

MERCY-SEAT. 

MINISTRY. 

MORNING AND EVENING,. 

NATIONAL. 



BAPTISM. No. 

Ashamed of Christ, our s 260 
Buried beneath the yiel 264 
How happy are they wh 686 
Humble souls who seek 504 
O happy day that fixed 556 
Our Saviour bowed bene 180 
Proclaim, saith Christ, m 234 
Where'er thou goest I wi 571 
fe men and angels, with 568 

CHRIST. 



Blessed fountain, full of 458 
Fountain of grace, rich, 147 
How sweet the name of 251 
I could not do without t 617 
I've found the pearl of g 631 
Jesus, merciful and mild 472 
Jesus, thou source of cal 71 
O thou, my Light, my lif 202 

Atonement. 

Alas ! and did m 569, 778, 847 
And did the holy and th 240 
Behold the glories of the 222 
Come every pious heart 427 
Free from the law, O hap 671 
Not all the blood of beas 372 
O love beyond conceptio 11 
Thy worthiness is all ou 90 

. Who is this from Edom 820 

^Coronation. 

All hail the power of Jes 108 
Crown him with many c 348 
Crown his head with wit 487 
Hark ! the throng of ang 733 
Look, ye saints: the sigh 525 
foundation. 

Behold the sure foundat 34 
Christ is our corner-ston 423 
Had I ten thousand gifts 193 
How firm a foundation t 676 

Friend. 

There is no friend like J 615 
What a friend we have i 629 



CHRIST. Continued. 

Goodness. No. 

How various and how n 409 

O bless the Lord, my sou 50 

Triumphant Lord, thy g 23 

Humility. 
How beauteous were the 138 

Immanuel. 

God with us! O glorious 437 
Hosanna to the Prince o 211 

Incarnation. 

Bright and joyful was th 86 
To us a child of hope is 82 

Kingdom and Reign. 
Behold, the mountain of 221 
Exalted Prince of life, w 153 
Hail to the Lord's anoin 480 
Hark ! ten thousand har 523 
Jesus shall reign where'e 95 
Joy to the word ! the Lor 81 
King Jesus, reign for eve 113 
Soon may the last glad s 112 
The Lord Jehovah reign 52 
Thy kingdom, Lord, fore 28 
The kingdoms of earth p 729 
Ye servants of God, your 43 

Lave of. 

O love beyond our highe 738 
Raise your triumphant s 55 
There is no love uke the 724 
When \ survey the wond 133 

Name. 

Jesus, trie spring of joys 150 
Let the hoiy name of Jes 761 
Take the name of Jesus 641 
The great Physician now 657 

Nativity : 

And is the gospel peace 554 
Hail the blest morn, whe 87 
Hark, the glad sound ! th 84 
Hark ! the herald angls 85 



Silent night, hallowed n 544 
While shepherds watche 83 

447 



OPENING AND CLOSING 

PEACE. 

PRAYER. 

PROMISES. 

RECLAIMED. 

RESURRECTION. 

SALVATION. 

SCRIPTURES. 

TEMPERANCE. 

TIMES AND SEASONS. 

UNION. 



CHRIST. Continued. 

Pattern. No. 

Are you walking in his f 733 
My dear Redeemer, and 168 
What grace, O Lord, and 281 

Prophet, Priest, and King. 
Come, let us join in song 226 
My Prophet, thou my he 72 
Now let our cheerful eye 248 
With joy we meditate th 270 

Refuge.. 

Alas ! what hourly dang 257 
In the desert of sorrow 723 
Jesus, lover of my soul, 1 606 

. Lof d, I delight in thee, a 01 
My only Saviour, when 118* 
No change of time shall 163 
Thou only Sovereign of 140 
When the storms of life 636 

Resurrection. 

Angels, roll the rock aw 465 
Christ, the Lord is risen 435 
He is risen, he is risen 727 
Mary to the Saviour's to 605 
Morning breaks upon th 466 
The angels that watched 519 
The Lord is risen thro' 726 
Yes, the Redeemer rose ; t 429 

Rock. 

In the desert of sorrow a 723 
Mighty Rock, whose tow 808 
My hope is built on noth 75 
On what are you build in 668 
O, sometimes the shadow 667 
Rock of Ages, cleft f 545, 60C 
There stands a rock'on s 561 
Whoso heareth and doet 797 

Saviour. 

Blest be the everlasting 35 
Come, thou long-expecte 501 
Forgiveness ! 'tis a joyfu 126 
How shall I my Saviour 520 
In every trouble, sharp a 278 
I will sing of my Redee 640 



INDEX OF SUBJECTS. 



CHRIST. Continued. 

Saviour. Continued. No. 
I will tell of the Saviour 764 
Jesus, I love thy charmi 323 
Jesus only, when the mo 494 
Long I was a wanderer 584 
Lord, with glowing hear 516 
Majestic sweetness sits e 311 
My faith looks up to the 578 
My spirit on thy care, hi 356 
Now for a song of lofty p 19 
One there is above all ot 496 
O thou fount of every bl 653 
Plunged in a gulf of dee 293 
Praise the Saviour, all y 489 
Raise your triumphant s 55 
There is a name I love t 318 
The Saviour! O what en 282 
Thou art my hiding-pla 259 
To our Redeemer's glori 219 
When, marshaled on the 88 
Ye servants of God, your 43 

Second Advent. 

Are you ready for the Br 825 
He will come, our risen 799 
Now to the Lord, who m 121 
O I wonder when Jesus 756 
"We wait the coming of t 792 

Shepherd. 

Jesus, thou Shepherd of 142 
There were ninety and n 703 
The Lord is my Shep 790, 818 

Sufferings and Death, 
Behold, the blind receiv 179 
Behold the Saviour of m 314 
Dark was the night and 280 
From Calvary a cry wen 183 
Hark ! the voice of love 526 
He dies, the Friend of si 135 
Night, with ebon pinion 5:54 
O suffering Friend of hu 186 
'Tis midnight, and on O 182 
When I survey ihe wond 133 

Sympathy. 

'Did Christ o'er sinners w 374 
Jesus wept : those tears a 533 

Triumph. 

Beyond the starry skies 349 
Come, let us join our ch 284 
Hosanna to our conquer 277 
Our Lord is risen from t 89 
Rise, glorious Leader, ris 431 
Soon may the last glad s U2 

Way, Truth, and Life. 
Jesus, the spring of joys 150 
Thou art my portion, O 309 
Thou art the Way, to th 285 

Word. ' 

Awake, awake the. sacte 38 
Ere the blue heavens we 12 

Worshia. 

Awake, and sing the son 59 
Awake, my soul, to joyf 555 
Come, you that love the 292 
Glory, glory to our King 462 
How sweet the praise, h 103 
My gracious Redeemer a 521 
Now be my heart inspir 104 
Now lor a song of lofty p 19 



CHRIST. Continued. 
Worship. Continued. No. 
O could I speak the mat 162 
O for a thousand tongue 199 
O worship the King, all-g 42 
Praise, my soul, the Kin 529 
Praise the Lord ; ye heav 481 
Praise the Lord ; ye sain 482 
Songs of praise awoke th 436 
Thee we adore, eternal L 5 
Thee we adore, O gracio 134 
To him that loved the so 201 

CHRISTIAN. 

Afflictions. 

All as God wills, who wi 315 
Come unto me when sha 681 
Father I know thy ways 317 
Glory to thee whose pow 97 
Heavy-laden, sad and w 658 
Lord, as to thy dear cros 303 
Mary to the Saviour's to 605 
My Saviour, as thou wilt 479 
My times are in thy han 395 
O thou who driest the m 276 
O Lord, how happy shal 194 
Peace, troubled soul, wh 189 
When adverse winds an 76 
When languor and disea 265 

Aspirations. 

As with gladness men of 461 
Like the eagle, up ward, o 503 
Lord Jesus, I long to be 673 
More holiness give me, m 580 
More like Jesus, more li 670 
My soul, it is thy God w 407 
Nearer my God to thee 575 
O, for a heart to praise in 268 
Purer yet and purer I w 582 
Rise> my soul, pursue th 243 

Benevolence. 

Bright source of everlast 213 
Cast thy bread upon the 491 
Help us, O Lord, thy yok 274 
Lord, lead the way the S 246 
Make channels for the st 32] 
She loved the Saviour, a 325 
We give thee but thine o 363 
When Jesus dwelt in m 177 

Brotherly Kindness. 
Blest is the man whose s 316 
How sweet how heavenl 305 
Let us gather up the sun 746 
Think gently of the errin 320 

Chastisement. 

All as God wills : who w 315 
How gracious and how w 394 
How tender is thy hand 399 

how kindly hast thou 515 

Consecration. 

Be it my only wisdom h 197 
Come join, ye saints, wit 196 
Earthly joys no longer p 512 
Father, in need, I come 777 
Give to the Lord thine h 396 

1 ask not, Lord, for less t 730 
Jesus, in thy transportin 308 
Let thoughtless thousan 159 
My gracious Lord, I own 167 i 
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CHRISTIAN. Continued. 
Consecration. Continued. No. 
Now let our souls, on wi 171 
Redeemed from guilt, re 96 
Soul, then know thy full 047 
Teach me, my God, and 387 
Though all the world m Iti6 
Thy precious side was ri 715 

Cross. 

Fling out the banner; le 108 
In the cross of Christ I g 486; 
Jesus, I my cross have ta 646' 
Jesus, keep me near the 633 
Must Jesus bear the cros 564 
Near the Cross my hear 804 

Decline of Life. 
I am waiting for the mo 694 
I would not live always 541 
O for an overcoming fait 313 
Only waiting till the sh 513 
O where shall rest be fq. 402 
Only waiting, only waiti 826 
Some day, some day/I k 800 
Tarry with me, O my Sa 691 
They're gathering home 833 
We are waiting by the ri 791 

Experience. 

Blest be the tie that bin 364 
Come, we who love theL 352 
Day by day my path gro 785 
How happy is the Christ 229 
How sweet, how heaven 305 
If the name of the Savi 782 
Not all the nobles of the 176 
Now let our souls on wi 171 
O brothers do your feet g 743 
O happy they who know 250 
'Tis religion that ca 595, 773 

Gratitude. 

Do not I love thee, O my 283 
Earth has a joy unknow 172 
Jesus, and shall it ever b 137 
Jesus, in thy transportiu 308 
My God, my heart with 1 151 
O come, loud anthems le 106 
O for a heart to praise m 268 
Praise the Lord, his good 448 
Redeemed from guilt, re 96 
What shall I render torn 230 
When all thy mercies, O 48 
While thee I seek, prote 335 
With one consent, let all 14 

Humility. 

A broken heart, my God 165< 
And is the gospel peace 554 
Blest are the humble sou 160 
Blest are the pure in hea 62 
God of my life, to thee b 8 
How beauteous were the 138 

Awake, and sing the son 59 
Awake, awake the sacre 38 
Blessed are they that do 740 
Blow ye the trumpet, bl 426 
Come, let us join our ch 284 
Jesus, I love thy charmi 323 
Joy to the world, the Lo 81 
My gracious Redeemer I 521 
O'er the gloomy hills of 627 



INDEX OF SUBJECTS. 



CHRISTIAN. Continued. 

/oy. Continued. No. 

Our souls are in the Savi 252 
Rejoice and be glad : for 549 
Sing all ye ransomed of t 225 
What care I for fame's o 664 



Do not I love thee, O my 283 
I know I love thee better 774 
Lord, thou hast won at 342 

tlembers of Christ. 
Always with us, always 500 
Are you weary, are you 760 
Away from earth my spi 185 
Bright was the guiding s 242 
By faith in Christ I w*)k 158 
Cling to the Mighty One 579 
Closer to thee, my Fathe 775 
Down in the valley with 718 
Gently, Lord, O gently le 510 
Great Source of life and 63 
Guide me, O thou great 528 
He knows the bitter wea 626 
He leadeth me : O blesse 551 
How sweetly flowed the 128 
Humble souls who seek 504 
I know that my Redeem 218 
I jmow that my Redeem 107 
I'm now ashamed to ow 567 
I need thee every hour 577 
In every trying hour my 800 
In heavenly love abidin 4M 
Jesus, and shall it ever b 1W 
Jesus, I live to thee, the 897 
Jesus, Saviour, pilot me 601 
Lead, kindly Light! ami 647 
Let thoughtless thousan 150 
Lord, I care not for rich 758 
Lord, I delight in thee, a 61 
More like Jesus, more U 670 
My Father is rich in hou 795 
My Redeemer walks besi 741 
O could I find, from day 247 
how kindly hast thou 515 
love divine, that stoop 139 
O the precious love of Je 643 
thou who hast my ran 801 
Our heavenly Father cal 360 
Out of sadness into glad 720 
Precious promise God ha 638 
Saviour, more than life t 624 
Sing of Jesus, sing foreve 836 
Take my heart, O Father 497 
There are lights along th 744 
Though all the world my 166 
Thou only Sovereign of 140 
Where'er thou goest I wi 571 
Within the holy book of 759 
Yes, for me, for me he ca 650 
Yes, he knows the way i 652 

On the Sea. 

Lord, whom winds and s 447 
Jesus, Saviour, pilot me 601 

Purity. 

Blest are the pure in hea 62 
Fear not, little flock, 754 
Purer in heart, O God, h 574 
Lord Jesus, I long to be 673 

Responsibility. 
Scorn not the slightest w 301 

29 



CHRISTIAN. Continued. 

Responsibility. Cont'd. No. 
Tomorrow, Lord, is thin 392 
We scatter seeds, with ca 623 

Trials. 

Let me but hear my Sav 144 
'Tis my happiness below 456 

Trust. 

Glory to thee, whose po 97 
Jesus, I will trust thee, w 585 
Saviour, grant me rest a 749 
Through the love of God 663 
Trust on, trust on, 728 

We are joyously voyagin 748 
Where'er our path may 1 768 

Warfare. 

Am I a soldier of the Cro 566 
Arise, ye saints, arise! th 404 
Awake, my soul, stretch 241 
Behold the Christian wa 152 
Brethren, while we sojou 470 
Father, hear the prayer 502 
Give to the winds thy fe 58 
God is my strong salvati 475 
Life is one continued bat 637 
My soul, be on thy guar 384 
Oft in sorrow, oft in woe 455 
Onward, Christian, thou 488 
O when shall I see Jesus 608 
Sleep not, soldier of the 454 
Soldiers of Christ, arise, a 359 
Stand up, stand up, for J 609 
We are living, we are dw 484 
Who is on the Lord's sid 732 
Yield not to temptation 705 

Work. 

A charge to keep, I have 382 
Are you Christ's light-be 722 
Are you doers of the wor 717 
Are you walking in his f 733 
Be the morning dark or f 737 
Earthly joys no longer p 512 
Hark, the voice of J 651, 750 
Have you worked in the 716 
Heirs of unending life, w 64 
He that goeth forth 495, 721 
Ho! reapers of life's bar 612 
How strong is thy faith 688 
My days are gliding swif 644 
O land of rest, for thee I 628 
O where are the reapers 669 
Saviour; thy dying love 583 
Sound the battle cry, see 842 
Sowing in the morn 687, 763 
Sowing the seed by the d 700 
Sow in the morn thy see 388 
There's much we can do 734 
To the work, to the work 689 
When Jesus rules the na 747 
Work, for the night is co 634 
Work, when the mornin 719 
Ye servants of the Lord 377 



CHURCH. 

Dedication. 

In sweet exalted strains 424 
Lord of hosts, to thee we 442 
O bow thine ear, Eternal 118 

449 



CHURCH. Continued. 

Hand of Fellowship. ~ No. 
Kindred in Christ, for hi 145 
Welcome, ye hopeful hei 143 

Missionary. 

Arm of the Lord, awake 122 
Blow ye the trumpet, bio 426 
Cast thy bread upon the 490 
Eternal Lord, from land 99 
Fling out the banner; let 108 
From Greenland's icy m 478 
Hasten, Lord, the glorio 467 
He that goeth forth 495, 721 
Ho! reapers of life's har 612 
How beauteous are their 417 
If the name of the Savio 782 
Lo ! the army of our Kin 712 
O'er the gloomy hills of 527 
On the mountain's top a 524 

where are the reapers 669 
Praise the Saviour, all ye 489 
Saints of God, the day is 757 
Shout the tidings of salv 634 
Sound, sound the truth 430 
The morning light is bre 611 
Ye Christian heralds, go 123 
Ye messengers of Christ 380 
Yes, we trust the day is 531 

Ordination. 
Vouchsafe, O Lord, thy p 329 

Zion. 

All you that have confes 419 
Arm of the Lord, awake 122 
Come, let us join our frie 339 
Eternal Lord, from land 99 
Glorious things of thee a 507 
Great is the Lord, our G 49 
Hail to the brightness of 539 
Happy the church, thou 129 
How charming is the pla 361 
How honored is the plac 354 
How pleasant, how divi 111 
How pleased and blest w 346 

1 love thy kingdom, Lor 418 
Lord of the worlds abov 422 
My soul, how lovely is t 232 
O bow thine ear, Eternal 118 
O come, loud anthems le 106 

thou whose own vast t 29 
Our souls are in the Savi 252 
Salvation ! O the joyful 9 212 
'Tis heaven begun below 347 
Triumphant Zion, lift th 120 
Zion, awake, thy strengt 94 

FAITH. 

By faith in Christ I walk 15b 
Faith adds new characte 239 

1 know that my Redeem 218 
I know that my Redeem 107 
Lord, I believe: thy pow 570 
Lord, in whose might th 324 
O for a faith that will no 273 
O for an overcoming fait 313 
O for a strong, a lasting f 157 
The tempter to my soul 161 
Thou art my hiding-plac 259 
Though troubles assail m 540 
Unshaken as the sacred h 307 
We saw thee not when th 742 
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FAMILY. 



No. 



Happy the home, where 327 
In all my ways, God, I 371 

FUNERALS. 

Asleep in Jesus, blessed 188 
Dear is the spot where C 132 
Fallen on Zion's battle-fi 337 
Friends who have loved 809 
Go to thy rest, fair child 410 
How blest are they who 156 
Rest for the toiling hand 405 
Servant of God, well don 390 
Sister, thou wast mild an 505 
Sleep thy last sleep, free 542 
They are going only go 514 
Thou art gone to the gra 543 
When blooming youth is 328 

GOD. 
Creation. 

Hail ! great Creator, wise 24 

I'll praise my Maker wh 77 

I sing th' almighty powe 31 

Songs of immortal praise 30 

There's nothing bright, a 100 

The spacious firmament 68 

Thou art, O God, the livi 70 

Eternity. 

Ere mountains reared th 7 
Jehovah reigns ; he dwe 15 
O God, our help in ages 25 

Father. 

Almighty Father of man 300 
And can my heart aspire 249 
My God, my Father bli 291 
Thou source of life and 370 
To thee, my heart, etern 109 

Goodness. 

Awake, my soul, awake 20 
God of my life, to thee b 8 
How rich thy favors, Go 208 
O God, unchanging foun 334 
O source divine and life 110 
Sweet is the memory of t 33 
Triumphant Lord, thy g 23 
With one consent let all 14 

Love of. 

Come, ye that know and 45 
O love of God, how stro 66 
O render thanks to God 102 
Raise your triumphant s 55 

Mercy. 

Father of mercies, God o 278 
Mercy alone can meet m 289 
O render thanks to God a 102 
Though waves and stor 74 

Omnipresence. 

Father of spirits, nature 170 
Great God ! thy penetrat 245 
Jehovah God, thy graeio 32 

Omniscience. 
, Lord, all I am is known 254 

Perfections. 

Awake, my tongue, thy t 1 

High in the heavens, etc 22 

Jehovah, God, thy grace 32 

Jehovah reigns, his thro 2 



GOD. Continued. 
Perfections. Cont'd. No. 

O source divine, and life 110 
Thy goodness, Lord, our 297 

Providence. 

God moves in a mysteri 27 
There's not a tint that pa 302 
Though troubles assail a 540 
With songs and honors s 344 

Refuge. 

God is the refuge of his s 13 
O God, our help in ages 25 

Sovereignty: 

Before Jehovah's awful t 3 
. 69016, sound his praise a 15 
Give to the winds thy fe 58 
Jehovah reigns; he dwel 15 
Kingdoms and thrones t 6 
Long as I live I'll praise 37 
Songs of immortal praise 30 
The Lord is King ! lift u 17 
Thy kingdom, Lord, fore 28 

Watchcare. 

Almighty Father, gracio 223 
Call Jehovah, thy salvat 509 
God is the refuge of his a 13 
How gentle God's comm 366 
Lead me, oh my heaven 714 
Lead us, heavenly Fathe 660 
My soul, repeat his prais 53 
O God of Bethel, by who 237 
The Lord himself doth c 552 
The Lord my pasture sh 73 
The Lord my shepherd i 368 
The Lord is my shepher 674 
The tempter to my soul 161 
When all thy mercies, 48 
While my Redeemer's n 413 

Worship and Adoration 
Arise, ye people, and ad 206 
Eternal God, celestial Ki 18 
God is the fountain whe 57 
Holy, holy, holy ! Lord G 41 
Lord, when my rapture 304 
O come, loud anthems, 1 106 
O God, my heart is fully 220 
Praise the Lord, his glor 448 
Praise to thee, thou grea 483 
Praise ye the Lord, 'tis g 105 
Servants of God, in joyfu 10 
Sweet is the work, my G 21 
We praise thee, O God, f 550 
With deepest reverence o 9 
With one consent let all 14 
Ye nations round the ea 91 
Yes, I will bless thee, O 46 

GRACE. 

Amazing grace ! how sw 326 
Grace, 'tis a charming so 54 
O love beyond our highe 738 
O sweet employ, to sing 191 

HARVEST. 

Praise to God, immortal 440 
The God of harvest prais 434 

HEAVEN. 

A crown of glory bright 587 
And is there, Lord.a rest 393 

450 



HEAVEN. Continued. 

No. 

A sweetly solemn thoug 401 
After the voyage and the 772 
Angel voices sweetly sin 824 
At the sounding of the tr 838 
Beautiful valley of Eden 642 
Beautiful Zion, built ab 707 
Beyond this land of part 695 ' 
Forever with the Lord, a 411 
Friends who have loved 809 . 
Give me the wings of the 200 
Hear what God, the Lor 506 ' 
Here we are but stray ing 702 
How happy every child o 267 : 
How vain is all beneath 783 
I am waiting for the mas 709 
I have a home above, fr 406 
I have friends across the 648 

, I have heard of the joy 769 
I hope to meet you all i 827 
I'll sing of that stream, of 776 
I'm but a stranger here 588 
In expectation sweet we 386 
In the Christian's home 704 
Is it far to the land of re 690 
I've ". ac hed the land of 666 
I will ing you a song of 708 
Jerusalem- my glorious h 338 
Jerusalem, my happy ho 331 
Jerusalem, the golde 614, 735 
Jerusalem .the golden w 476 
Just across the silent riv 835 
Just over the river, just o 771 
Land ahead, its fruits ar 710 
Lo ! what a glorious sigh 345 
No eye has seen the trea 751 
O land of rest, for thee I 2% 
On Jordan's stormy ban 573 
On that shore, on that b 837 
On Zion's glorious sumni 190 
O sweet employ, to sing 191 
O think of the home ove 698 
Over Jordan we shall me 620 
Past the toil, the pain, th 745 
Shall we gather at the ri 699 
Since I can read my title 295 
The Bible reveals a glori 692 
The evening shades are f 618 
The time ordained of Go 803 
The voyage has been we 805 
There is a land of pure d 332 
There is an hour of hal 266 : 
There is an hour of peac 330 
There is a home with th 829 . 

There is a land celestial 826 
There is a land that is fa 697 
We are on our journey h 538 
We are sailing on the shi 830 
We have no home but h 478 
We're going home, no m 625 i 
We shall reach the river 840 
We speak of the real 535, 766 
When the mists have cle 649 
When the waiting time i 810 
When we hear the music 701 
Who are these in bright 471 

HOLY SPIRIT. 

Behold what wondrous g 355 
Blest Comforter divine w 388 
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HOLY SPIRIT. Continued. 

No. 

Father, I wait before thy 262 
Great source of light and 63 
Great was the day, the jo 173 
Jesus, the spring of joys 150 
Lord, in whose might th 324 
Lord, let thy spirit penet 40 
My spirit longs for thee 591 
Our blest Redeemer, ere 310 
See how the rising sun p 378 

HOPE. 

Blest be the everlasting 35 
Hail, sweetest, dearest ti 333 
How vain is all beneath 155 
When marshaled on the 88 
Will your anchor hold 725 

INVITATION. 

Alas and did my 569, 778, 847 
Almost persuaded now t 706 
And can I yet delay my 375 
Behold I stand at the do 752 
Blessed Jesus, faithful g 598 
Come, humble sinner, in 261 
Come, is the Saviour's d 819 
Come to Calvary's holy 662 
Come, weary souls, with 187 
Come, ye djsconsolate, w 680 
Come v ye sinners, poor a 659 
Delay not, delav not: wh 677 
Far away from home I'm 622 
Give to the Lord thine h 396 
Hark, sinner, while God 683 
Have you heard the olde 731 
How free and boundless 216 
How shall I my Saviours 831 
I am coming to the cross 597 
I am sinful ; Lord to the 593 
I hear my Saviour say th 589 
I hear thy welcome voic 586 
I love to tell the story of 613 
I'm coming back to Jesu 812 
In the Lamb's book 9f li 693 
Is it for me, dear Saviour 616 
Jesus is tenderly calling 781 
Jesus, my Lord, to thee I 811 
Jesus, the loving Shephe 817 
Jesus, thou art the sinne 563 
Just as I am withou 557, 813 
Let every mortal ear att 235 
Life is the time to serve t 559 
Listen, sinner, mercy ha 661 
Long I was a wanderer, J 584 
Lord, weak and impoten 645 
Love for all and can it b 592 
Now is th' accepted time 385 
O do not let the word de 560 
O how divine, how sweet 231 
O turn you, O turn you 679 
O what amazing words o 572 
Pass me not, O gentle Sa 632 
Sinner, hear the invitati 654 
Sinners, come to Christ t 678 
Sinners, will you scorn t 656 
Softly and tenderly Jesu 814 
Soon the evening shado 639 
Soul, a Saviour thou art 816 
There is a fountain filled 562 
There is joy in heaven a 788 



INVITATION. Continued. 

No. 

There is rest for the wea 821 
To-day, if you will hear 148 
When the harvest is past 780 
When Jesus whispers to 815 
Whosoever hearethjShou 672 
Ye wretched, hungry, st 294 

JUDGMENT. 

At the feast of Belshazz 798 
Called to a feast by the K 779 
Lo ! he comes with clou 532 
That awful day will sure 850 
The Lord will come, the 16 
When earthly things hav 802 
When thou, my righteou 340 

LORD'S DAY. 

Again the Lord of light a 209 
Blest morning, whose yo 215 
Come, let us join, with o 244 
Glory to God, who deign 287 
Hail ! morning known a 124 
Hail the blest morn, wh 87 
Saviour, thy law we love 383 
The Saviour risen to-day 214 
This the day the first rip 203 
This is the day the Lord 207 
This is the glorious day 358 
Welcome, delightful mb 420 
Welcome, sweet day of r 350 

LORD'S SUPPER. 

A patting hymn we sing 389 
Blest feast of love divine 408 
Dark was the night, and 280 
Forever here my rest, cl 357 
Here, O my Lord, I see t 536 
How pleasing to behold 162 
If human kindness meet 256 
In memory of the Saviou 238 
Jesus invites his saints t 379 
Kindred in Christ ; for h 145 
Lord, at thy table we be 263 
Lord of our highest love 403 
Mid scenes of confusion 682 
My God, and is thy tabl 849 
O God, unseen, yet 298, 755 
Sweet the moments, rich 499 
"Till he come;" O let th 546 
Welcome, ye hopeful hei 143 
While in sweet commun 498 

LOVE. 

Come ye that know and 45 
Had I the gifts of tongue 3G2 
Had I the tongues of Gr 101 
Love divine, all love exc 508 
Make channels for the st 321 
More love to thee, O Chr 576 
O love beyond conceptio 11 
O love divine, how swee 195 
O love divine, that stoop 139 
O love of God, how stron 66 
Saviour, teach me d 451, 789 

MERCY-SEAT. 

Approach, my soul, the 286 
From every stormy wind 558 

451 



MERCY-SEAT. Continued. 

No. 

From every stormy wind 558 
Jesus, where'er thy peop 131 
My father, to thy mercy 290 

MINISTRY. 

Father of mercies, bow 1 115 
Vouchsafe, O Lord, thy 329 
With joy we own thy ser 312 

MORNING AND EVENING 
ING. 

Evening. 

Abide with me ; fast fall 537 
Another day is past, the 400 
A sweetly solemn thoug 401 
Fading, still fading, the 548 
Father, whate'er of eart 322 
Forever with the Lord, a 411 
Glory to thee, my God, 1 164 
I love to. steal awhile aw 272 
My God, how endless is J 127 
No\y from labor and fro 604 
Now the shades of night 459 
Saviour, breathe an even 493 
Silently the shades of ev 492 
Softly now the light of d 453 
Sun of my soul, thou Sa 168 
Thou from whom we ne 439 
Thou, Saviour, from the 174 
Thus far the Lord has le 141 

Morning. 

Awake, my soul, and wi 92 
Once more, my soul, the 205 

NATIONAL. 

God bless our native Ian 433 
In prayer together let us 117 
Lord, while for all mank 47 
My country, 'tis of thee 432 
Swell the an them, raise- 1 449 
While o'er our guilty Ian 119 

OPENING AND CLOSING. 
Closing. 

Almighty God, thy word 336 
Dismiss us with thy bles 149 
Eternal source of life an 228 
For a season called 443, 852 
From all that dwell belo 4 
Glory be to God on high 464 
God be with you till we 841 
Let men their songs emp 365 
Lord, at this closing hou 381 
Lord, dismiss us with th 492 
Lord, dismiss us with th 530 
Lord, now we part in th 125 
May the grace of Christ 655 
Once more, before we pa 415 
O render thanks to God 102 
Our Father in heaven, w 675 
Praise God, from whom 711 
Praise the God of all ere 518 
Shepherd of thy little flo 441 
The peace which God al 136 
Thine forever God of lo 473 
Thy name, almighty Lo 56 
To bless thy chosen race 353 
To God, the only wise ; t 425 
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OPENING AND CLOSING. 

Continued. 

Closing. Continued. No. 

To God, the only wise; t 367 
Worship, honor, glory, b 485 

Opening. 

Again our earthly cares 227 
Awake, ye saints, awak 421 
Come sound his praise a 51 
Early, my God, without 44 
God is in his holy temp 522 
Great God, the followers 114 
How charming is the pla 361 
How sweet to leave the 130 
Hungry, and faint, and 373 
It is good to be here wit 713 
Lo ! God is here let us 116 
Lord in this sacred hous 391 
Lord, we come before th 444 
Now begin the heavenly 438 
O Father, though the au 271 
Safely through another 460 
Thou art our Shepherd 306 
To God, the only wise, o 60 
To thy temple we repair 446 
Within thy house, O Go 204 
With sacred joy we lift 217 

PEACE. 

Behold, the mountain of 221 
Give to the Lord thine h 396 
Jesus, Lord, we look to t 452 

peace of God, sweet pe 154 
Peace, the welcome sou 468 
Prince of peace, control 457 
While I hear life's surgi 665 

PRAYER. 

Blest hour, when mortal 178 
Come to the house of p 414 
Father, in the morning 806 
Father, whate'er of eart 322 
How sweet to be allowe 319 
If 'tis sweet to mingle w 463 

1 love to steal while aw 272 



PRAYER. Continued. 

No. 

Stealing from the world 450 
Sweet hour of prayer, sw 553 
The Lord, who knows fu 412 
The Saviour bids thee w 253 
Thou Saviour, from thy 174 
What a friend we have i 629 
While thee I seek, protec 335 

PROMISES. 

The promises I sing, wh 428 
When adverse winds an 76 

RECLAIMED. 

As pants the hart for coo 299 
Far away from home I'm 622 
How oft, alas ! this wret 258 
Love for all ! and can it -592 
O for a closer walk with 275 
Take me, O my Father, t 517 
There is joy in heaven a 788 

RESURRECTION. 

Hail ! morning known a 124 
How calm ana beautiful 343 
The Saviour risen to-da 214 
We sing the Saviour's w 210 
When we the sacred gra 146 

SALVATION. 

Blessed assurance, Jesus 767 
Earth has a joy unknow 172 
Forgiveness! 'tis a joyfu 126 
Life is like a sunlit strea 765 
Lord, as to thy dear cros 303 
Salvation ! O the joy 212, 851 
To him who did salvatio 341 
What grace, O Lord, and 281 

SCRIPTURES. 

Blessed Bible, how I lov 635 
Dear is the hope that the 823 
Father of mercies, in th 288 

452 



SCRIPTURES. Continued. 

No. 

God, in the gospel of his 93 
Holy Bible, book divine 79 
How precious is the boo 36 
How shall the young sec 255 
I love the volume of thy 78 
Precious Bible, what a t 80 
The heavens declare the 69 
To thee my heart, Etern 109 
'T was by an order from 65 
What glory gilds the sac 39 

TEMPERANCE. 

Mourn for the thousands 846 
Sound the battle-cry, see 842 
There's a rod above the 844 
We have met rum's grim 845 
We'll take up our stand 843 
Who is on the Lord's sid 732 

TIMES AND SEASONS. 

And now, my soul, anot 236 
A sweetly solemn thoug 401 
Christ, the Lord, is risen 435 
Come, let us anew our j 684 
Hail the blest morn, wh 87 
Hark .' the herald angels 85 
Sovereign Ruler of the s 445 
Thou who roll'st the yea 469 
Time is winging us awa 685 
While shepherds watche 83 

UNION. 

Blest be the dear unitin 233 
Come, let us join our fri 339 
Hail, thou God of grace 511 
How blest and how joy 786 
How blest the sacred tie 175 
Jesus, Lord, we look to t 452 
Jesus, thou Shepherd of 142 
Let party names no 351, 787 
Planted in Christ, theli 224 
Thy footsteps, Lord, wit 98 
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PAGE 

ACROSS THE RIVER 258 

Adullam 92 

Allhallows 94 

All is Well 337 

All Saints 46 

All to Christ I owe 220 

Amboy 154 

America 143 

Amoy 223 

Angel Voices.... 426 

Antioch 32 

Anvern , 46 

Appleton 39 

Arcadia 92 

Are you Doers of the Word. 304 

Are you Ready 251 

Are you Walking in His. . . 320 

Ariel 66 

Arimathea 154 

Arlington 72 

Ashland 343 

Aspiration 98 

Athens 33 

At the Beautiful Gate 383 

Austria 172 

Autumn 174 

Avon 82 

Azmon 97 

Balerma 86 

Bartimeus. 168 

Bavaria 262 

Bealoth 137 

Beautiful Port of the Blest. 396 

Beautiful Valley 254 

Behold,! Stand and Knock. 310 
Behold the Bridegroom... 416 

Beulah Land 268 

Benevento 156 

Bethany 211 

Blessed are They 328 

Blessed Assurance 356 

Blessed Bible 246 

Blessing 55 

Bower 440 

Boylston 124 

Bradford 74 

Brattle Street Ill 

Bremen 67 

Brewer 41 

Bridgman 14 

Bringing in the Shea v. 285, 352 

Broomsgrove 12 

Brown 101 

Buckle on the Armor 249 

Burlington 98 



PAGE 

By and By 236 

Byefield 100 

Caddo. 82 

Calling me Over the Tide. 400 

Cafiri 114 

Calvary 183 

Cambridge 115 

Carlisle 25 

Carter 169 

Challen 186 

Chelmsford 78 

Chester 102 

Chesterfield 76 

Chestnut Street 202 

Chimes 93 

Chopin 70 

Christ is Precious 255 

Christ is Risen 314 

Christmas 81 

Clapton 22 

Clarendon 88 

Clarington 178 

Cleft for Me 399 

Come, O Come 239 

Conic, Sinner, Come 406 

Come to the Fount 410 

Come Unto Me (chant) 413 
Coijae, Ye Disconsolate 280 

Comfort 191 

Coming- now 242 

Coming to the Cross 224 

Cookham 223 

Cooling 83 

Corinth 108 

Coronal 182 

Coronation 68 

Cow^er 208 

Crahbrook 22 

Creation 27 

Dalston 116 

Darwall 139 

Dedham 77 

De Fleury 178 

Deliverance will Come 384 

Dennis 122 

Dependence 212 

Desire 373 

Devizes 70 

Diademata 117 

Dijon 170 

Due... 153 

Dorrnance 167 

Dort 142 

Dover. 20 

453 



PAGE 

Downs 106 

Doxology 26 

Do Your Feet Grow Weary. 331 
Do You See the Beacon ... 324 

Draw Me to Thee 256, 365 

Duane Street 36 

Duke Street 3 

Dundee 11 

Dykes 194 

Easter Hymn 144 

Edgeworth % 

Edmeston 103 

Elizabethtown 99 

Ellesdie 257 

Ellinwood 133 

Eltham 155 

Ernan 49 

Essex 163 

Evan 95 

Even Thee 279 

Eventide .- 189 

Ever will I Pray 397 

Every Day 240 

Ewing 159 

Excelsior 214 

Expostulation 278 

Eye has not Seen 339 

Faben 175 

Fading, still 19f> 

Federal Street 62 

Fennor 35 

Ferguson 121 

Flower 149 

Floyd 152 

Forever Thine 392 

Forever with the Lord .... 134 

Forgive us our Debts 425 

For You and for Me 405 

Foundation 277 

Fountain 204 

Frederick 190 

Gathering Home 424 

Geneva .' 18 

Gerar 23 

Germany 43 

Gilcrest 24 

Gilead 40 

God be With You 433 

Going Home 109 

Going Home at Last 236 

Gorton 129 

Goshen 278 

Gould 94 

Go, Wash in the Stream. . .. 366 
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PAGE 

Gratitude 48 

Greenville 173 

Groton % 

Guidance 176 

Guide 224 

Haddam 141 

Hamburg 50 

Handwriting on the Wall. 388 

Happy, Coming Day 394 

Happy Day 200 

Happy Zion 265 

Harvest Time 308 

Harvey's Chant 10 

Harwell 181 

Hatfield 150 

Haydn. 102 

Heaven at Last 415 

Heavenly Father Lead Me. 301 

Heber 74 

Hebron 52 

He is Calling 407 

He is Near Me 329 

He wiU Come 390 

He Knows it All 240 

He Leadeth Me 198 

He will Hide Me 248 

Hendon 147 

Henley 281 

Henry 76 

Herald Angels 34 

His Grace is Free 326 

Hollingside 156 

Holy Name of Jesus 349 

Home 280 

Horton 222 

Hosanna 37 

Ho! Reapers of Life's Har. 231 
How can I but Love Him . 215 

How Blest the Day . . 376 

How Strong is thy faith. . . 286 

Hummel 19 

Hursley 59 

I Believe 207 

I Bring Myself to Thee .... 302 
I Bring My Sins to Thee. . . 221 

I Could not Do 234 

I Hear Thy Welcome Voic. 218 
I Hope to Meet you All in. 418 
1 Love to Tell the Story.... 232 
I'm Coming Back To-nigh. 403 

I need Thee 212 

In the Harbor 362 

Invitation 264 

Iowa 186 

Is it Far 288 

Is it for Me 235 

Is my Name Writt.291, 346, 347 
Is your Lamp Still Burnin . 309 

Italian Hymn 142 

It is Good to be Here 300 

Ives 157 

I will Follow Jesus 305 

I will Tell of the Saviour. . 353 

Jerusalem the Golden. 233, 323 

Jesus is Calling Today 371 

Jesus is Coming Again 344 

Jesus, I will Trust 210 

Jewett 161 



PAGE 
Joy Among the Angels 378 

Just as I Am 404 

Just Over the River 360 

Laban 126 

Lanesboro 18 

Land Celestial 419 

Laura 35 

Lenox 140 

Let Me Drink : 310 

Let us Walk in the Light. . 363 

Leydon 8 

Lights Along the Shore... 332 

Linwood 42 

Lisbon 118 

Lischer 138 

Love Divine 172 

Love, Joy, Peace 267 

Loving Kindness 200 

Lovingly, Tenderly Callin. 408 

Lucas 283 

Luther 24 

Luton 9 

Lux Benigna 195 

Lyons 17 

Maiuzer : 6 

Maitland 205 

Malvern 57 

Manoah 91 

Marlow 73 

Marshall 377 

Marton 182 

Martyn 228 

Mear 80 

Medfield 15 

Mendebras 160 

Mendon 38 

Mercy 151 

Merdin 229 

Meribah 113 

Merton 105 

Metropolis 112 

Middletown 176 

Migdol 48 

Miles Lane '68 

Milwaukee 171 

Missionary Chant 47 

Missionary Hymn 160 

Molucca 262 

Monkland 150 

More Like Jesus 272 

More Love 210 

Mount Blanc 188 

Mount Pisgah 206 

Mount Vernon 171 

Mozart 144 

Mourn for the Th (chant) . 439 

My Prayer 214, 317 

My Redeemer 252 

Naomi 107 

Near the Gross 246 

Nearer the Cross 395 

Nearer My Home 219 

Nearer Home 375 

Nearer to Thee 423 

Nettleton 261 

Newcourt 30 

Nicsea 16 

Northfleld 114 
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Nottingham 145 

Oak 218 

Oaksville 90 

Old Hundred 4 

O Lead us Safely Home ... 357 

Oliphant 180 

Olive's Brow 62 

Olivet 213 

Olmutz 130 

Olney 135 

Once for All 273 

One Step at a Time 359 

On Jordan's Stormy Bank. 209 

Only Waiting 292, 417 

Ortonville 104 

Osgood 264 

O Silvery Sea 386 

O Sion, Sion 237 

O Sound the Jubilee 436 

Out of Self 307 

Overberg 58 

O Where are the Reapers. . 271 
Ozrern 131 

Palestine 64 

ParkStreet 8 

Passing Away 205 

Pass Me Not 244 

Peace is Mine ; . . 266 

Peniel 88. 

Penitence - 282 

Peoria 100 

Perez 162 

Peron 184 

Peterboro 71 

Peters 116 

Pilot 226 

Pleyel's Hymn 146 

Portuguese Hymn 276 

Prayer 89 

Pray for Reapers 345 

Precious Bible 31 

Precious Name 253 

Precious Promise 250 

Purer in Heart 210 

Rathbun 164 

Raynolds 188 

Refuge 228 

Regent Square 184 

Rejoice and be Glad 197 

Remember Me 204 

Rest 64 

Retreat 201 

Robinson. 260 

Rochester 12 

Rock of Ages 226 

Rockingham 2(5 

Rolland ,54 

Rosecrans 202 

Rosefield 227 

Rowley 284 

Russian Hymn 44 

Sabbath..........'.., 152 

Sacred Feast 441 

SafeinPort 333 

Sardis 164 

Saved by the Love 354 

Scatter Seeds 334 
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Selena 29 

Serenity 84 

Sessions 44 

Seymour 148 

Shall I be There 393 

Shawmut 128 

Shining Shore 254 

Shirland. 120 

Shout the Tidings 247 

Siberia 185 

Sicily 165 

Silent Night 192 

Siloam 85 

SilverStreet 21 

Sing of Jesus 427 

Skene 162 

Sleep thy Last 192 

Smart 179 

Solney.. 163 

Some Day 391 

Some Sweet Day 432 

Something for Jesus 216 

Song of the Sower 325 

Sooner or Later 341 

Sorrows 187 

Sound the Battle Cry 434 

Speer 220 

St. Anns 14 

: St. Ignatius 134 

St." Louis 65 

St. Martin's 69 

St. Nicholai 443 

St: Thomas 123 

St. Sylvester 170 

State Street 128 

Stearns 168 

Stephens 13 

Stockwell 166 

Stonefield 51 

Stow 140 

Summer-Land. . 293 

Swabia 20 

Sweet Hour of Prayer 199 

Take Me as I Am 402 

Tappan 58 

Tarry with Me 289 

.Taylor 368 

./Tell it Today 372 

' Tell it to Jesus 348 

Thatcher 119 

That Blissful Place 374 

That Old, Old Story 350 

The Angels' Song 327 
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The Child of a King 385 

The Evergreen Shore 336 

The Foundation 203 

The Gate Ajar 398 

The Glorious Land 290 

The Great Physician 263 

The Half has Never 364 

The Happy Coming Day . . 394 
The Haven of the Soul 421 
The Kingdom Shall Stand. 316 

The Land Celestial 419 

The Lord is my Shepherd. 380 
The Lord is my S. (chant). 409 

The Lord is Risen 313 

The Love of Jesus 311 

The Olden Story : 318 

The Pearl of Greatest Pric 245 
The Realms of the Blest. . 355 
The Rock and the Sand . . 270 
The Rock that is Higher . 269 
The Soul's Sweet Home. . 358 
The Thousand Years . . 294 

The Water of Life 310 

The Welcome That's Wait. 420 

The World for Christ 299 

There is No Friend Like J. 234 
There's Much "We can Do. 322 
These Sayings of Mine 387 

Thomas 166 

Thou art Gone 193 

Thv Will be Done 367 

Thy Will be Done (chant). 431 

'Tis Religion 363 

To the Work 287 

Tribunal 442 

Truro 7 

Trust On 315 

University 148 

Upton 5 

Uxbridge 5 

Vail 207 

Varina 110 

Victory is Near 438 

Virgil 132 

Vogel 217 

Waiting by the River 381 

Waiting to Welcome 428 

Wales 266 

Walking in His Footsteps. 320 

Ward 60 

Ware 42 
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Waring 15? 

Warning 282 

Warwick 75 

Wavertree 28 

Webb 230 

We Believe 330 

Weber 379 

We Have an Anchor 312 

We Wait His Coming 382 

We'll Crown Them 435 

We'll Work till Jesus Com. 243 

Welton 56 

We're Going Home 241 

We Scatter Seed 238 

Wesley 190 

What a Friend we Have in . 242 

What a Gathering 430 

What hast Thou done 238 

When Jesus Rules 335 

When the Harvest is Past. -370 
When the King Comes in. 369 

When the Mists 258 

When the Waiting Time. . 401 

Where'er Thou Goest 208 

Whiter than Snow 222, 275 
Whiter than the Snow 342 

Whitney 84 

Who is on the Lord's Side. 319 

Who is This 411 

Whosoever Will 274 

Will You Come 412 

Wilmot 31 

Wilson 169 

Windham 441 

Wolford 177 

Wonderful Love 422 

Wonderful Words 225 

Wonderful Words of Salv. 414 

Woodland 109 

Woodman 442 

Woodstock 90 

Woodworth 201 

Work, Brother 303 

Workers at Home 338 

Work Song 244- 

Work, Watch, Pray 306 

Worley ...: 136 

Wyatt 138 

Young 199 

Zephyr 63 . 

Zerah 32 

Zion 180 
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Abide with me, fast falls the eventide.. 

-A broken heart, my God, my King 

A charge to keep I have 

A crown of glory bright 

After the voyage 

Again our earthly cares we leave 

Again the Lord of light and life 

Alas! and did my Saviour 569, 778, 

Alas! what hourly dangers rise 

All as God wills, who wisely heeds 

AH hail the power of Jesus' name 

.All you that have confessed 

Almighty Father, gracious Lord 

Almighty Father of mankind 

Almighty God, thy word is cast 

"Almost persuaded" now to believe... 

Always with us, always with us ... 

Amazing grace, how sweet the sound .. 

Am I a soldier of the cross 

And can I yet delay 

And can my heart aspire so high 

And did the holy and the just 

And is the gospel peace and love 

And is there, Lord, a rest 

And now, my soul, another, year 

Angels, roll the rock away 

Angel voices sweetly singing 

Another day is past 

A parting hymn we sing 

Approach, my soul, the mercy-seat 

Are you Christ's lightrbearer 

Are you doers of the word 

Are you ready for the Bridegroom 

Are you walking in his footsteps 

Are you weary, are you heavy 

- Arise, ye people, and adore 

Arise, ye saints, arise 

Arm of the Lord, awake! awake 

Ashamed of Christ, our souls disdain.. 

Asleep in Jesus! blessed sleep 

As pants the heart for cooling 

A sweetly solemn thought 

As with gladness men of old 

At the feast of Belshazzar 

At the sounding of the trumpet 

Awake, and sing the song 

Awake, awake the sacred song. 



NO. 
537 
165 
382 
587 
772 
227 
209 
847 
257 
315 
198 
419 
223 
300 
336 
706 
500 
326 
566 
375 
249 
240 
554 
393 
236 
465 
824 
400 
389 
286 
722 
717 
825 
733 
760 
206 
404 
122 
260 
188 
299 
401 
461 
798 
838 
59 
38 



NO. 

Awake, my soul, and with the sun .... 92 

Awake, my soul, awake, my tongue... 20 

Awake, my soul, to joyful lays 555 

Awake, my soul, stretch every nerve . 241 

Awake, my tongue, thy tribute bring 1 

Awake, ye saints, awake 421 

Away from earth thy spirit turns 185 

Back from the long ago .. 832 

Beautiful valley of Eden 642 

Beautiful Zion built above 707 

Before Jehovah's awful throne _ 3 

Behold! I stana and knock 752 

Behold the blind their sight receive 179 

Behold the Christian warrior stand 152 

Behold the glories of the Lamb 222 

Behold the mountain of the Lord 221 

Behold the Saviour of mankind 314 

Behold the sure foundation stone "34 

Behold what wondrous grace 355 

Be it my only wisdom here 197 

Be of good cheer, ye friends of Jesus .. 696 

Be the morning dark or fair 737 

Beyond the starry skies 349 

Beyond this land of parting, losing 695 

Blessed are they 740 

Blessed assurance 767 

Blessed Bible, how I love it 635 

Blessed fountain, full of grace 458 

Blessed Jesus, faithful Guide.... 598 

Blest are the humble souls that see 160 

Blest are the pure in heart 62 

Blest be the dear uniting love 233 

Blest be the everlasting God 35 

Blest be the tie that.binds 364 

Blest Comforter divine 398 

Blest feast of love divine 408 

Blest hour when mortal man retires... 178 

Blest is the man whose 316 

Blest morning whose young dawning.. 215 

Blow ye the trumpet, blow : 426 

Brethren, while we sojourn here 470 

Bright and joyful was the morn 86 

Brightest and best of the sons of the... 87 

Bright source of everlasting love 213 

Bright was the guiding star 242 

Broad is the road that leads to death... 848 
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Buried beneath the yielding wave 264 

By faith in Christ I .walk with God 158 

Called to the feast 779 

Call Jehovah thy salvation 509 

Cast thy bread upon the waters.. 490 

Christ is our corner-stone 423 

Christ, the Lord, is risen today 435 

Cling to the Mighty One 579 

Closer to thee, my Father, draw 775 

Ct>me every pious heart 427 

Come, humble sinner, in whose 261 

Come, is the Saviour's dying 819 

Gome join, ye saints," with heart 196 

Come, let us anew. 684 

Come, let us-join in songs of praise..... 226 



oin our cheerful songs... 284 
join our Mends above..... 339 



oin with one accord 



244 



Come, let us ; 
Come, let us ; 
Come, let us j 

Come, sound his praise abroad 51 

Come, thou long-expected Jesus 501 

Gome to Calvary's holy mountain 662 

Come to the house of prayer 414 

Come unto Me (chant) 822 

Come unto me, when shadows darkly 681 

Come, weary souls, with sin 187 

Come, we who love the Lord 352 

Come, ye that know and fear the 45 

Come, ye disconsolate, where'er 680 

Come, ye sinners, poor and needy 659 

Come, you that love the Saviour's 292 

Crown him with many crowns 348 

Crown his head with endless blessing.. 487 

Dark was the night, and cold the 280 

Day by day my path grows 785 

Dear is the hope that the 823 

Dear is the spot where Christians 132 

Delay not, delay not, O sinner 677 

Did Christ o'er sinners weep : : 374 

Dismiss us with thy blessing, Lord 149 

Do not I love thee, O my Lord 283 

Down in the valley 718 

Do you see the beacon 736 

Early my God, without delay 44 

Earth has a joy unknown in heaven... 172 

Earthly joys no longer please us 512 

Ere mountains reared their forms ...... 7 

Ere the blue heavens were stretched... 12 

Eternal God, celestial King. 18 

.Eternal Lord, from land to land 99 

'Eternal Source of life and light 228 

Exalted Prince of life, we own 153 



Fading, still fading, the last beam is.;. 548 

Faith adds new charms to earthly 239 

Fallen on Zion's battle-field 337 

'Far away from home I'm wandering-.. 622 



No. 

Father, hear the prayer we offer 502 

Father, I know thy ways are just 317 

Father. I wait before thy throne 262 

Father, in need I come 777 

Father, in the morning 806 

Father of mercies, bow thine ear 115 

Father of mercies, God of love 278 

Father of mercies, in thy word 288 

Father of. spirits, nature's God 170 

Father, whate'erof earthly bliss 322 

Fear not, little flock 754 

Fling out the banner, let it float 108 

For a season called to part 443, 852 

Forever here my rest 357 

Forever with the Lord 411 

Forgiveness, 'tis a joyful sound 126 

Forgive us our debts 834 

Fountain of grace, rich, full and free.. 147 

Free from the law, ..O happy 671 

Friends who have loved me 809 

From all that dwell below the skies ... 4 

From Calvary a cry was heard ../. 183 

From every stormy wind that blows... 558 

From Greenland's icy mountains 478 

From the cross uplifted high 602 

Gently, Lord, O gently lead us 510 

Give me the wings of faith to rise 200 

Give to the Lord thine heart 396 

Give to the winds thy fears 58 

Glorious things of thee are spoken 507 

Glory be to God on high 464 

Glory, glory to our King 462 

Glory to God who deigns to bless 287 

Glory to thee, my God, this night 164 

Glory to'thee, whose powerful word... 97 

God be with you 841 

God bless our native land .433 

God, in the Gospel, of his Son 93 

God is in his holy temple 522 

God is my strong salvation...' 475 

God is the fountain whence 57 

God is the refuge of his saints. 13 

God moves in a mysterious way 27 

God of my life, to thee belong ... ........ 8 

God with us! O glorious name........ 437 

Go to thy rest, fair child.. 410 

Grace! ' tis a charming sound ; 54 

Great God, the followers of thy ..' 114 

Great God, thy penetrating eye. 245 

Great is the Lord, our God 49 

Great Source of life and light 63 

Great was the day, the joy was great.. < 173 
Guide me, O thou great Jehovah ; 528 



Had I ten thousand gifts beside.... 193 

Had I the gift of tongues 362 

Had I the tongues -of Greeks and Jews 101 
Hail ! great Creator, wise and good...... .24 
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Hail, morning known among the 

Hail, sweetest, dearest tie that binds... 
Hail, the blest morn, when the groat... 

Hail; thou God of grace and glory 

Hail to the brightness of Zion's 

Hail to the Lord's anointed 

Happy the Church, thou sacred place- 
Happy the home, when God is there... 

Hark, sinner, while God from...;. '.. 

Hark ! ten thousand harps and voices- 
Hark, the glad sound! the Saviour 

Hark, the herald angels sing 

Hark! the throng of angel ., 

Hark! the voice of Jesus calling 651, 

Hark! the voice of love and mercy..... 

Hasten, Lord, the glorious time 

Have you heard the olden story 

Have you worked in the ......... i 

Heavy-laden, sad and weary 

Hear what God, the Lord, hath spoken 
He.dies! the Friend of sinners dies!... 

He is risen 

He knows the bitter, weary way 

He leadeth me, blessed thought 

He that goeth forth with weeping..495, 

He will come, our risen Lord 

Heirs of unending life 

Help us, Lord, thy yoke to wear..-.. 
Here, my Lord, I see thee face to face 

Here we are but straying 

High in the heavens, eternal God 

High o'er the hills 

Holy Bible, book divine 

Holy, holy, holy Lord, God Almighty 
Holy, holy, holy Lord, God of Sabaoth 

Ho, reapers of life's harvest 

Hosanna to our conquering King 

Hosanna to the Prince of light 

How beauteous are their feet 

How beauteous were the marks 

How blest and how joyous ..... 

How blest are they whose transient .... 

How blest the sacred tie that 

How calm and beautiful the morn.. ... 

How charming is the place 

How firm a foundation, ye saints of ... 
How free and boundless is the grace... 

How gentle God's commands 

How gracious and how wise 

How happy are they who their 

How happy every child of grace 

How happy is the Christian's state 

How honored is the place 

How oft, alas! this wretched heart 

How pleased andblest.was I..... 

How pleasing to behold and see 

How pleasant, how divinely fair 

How precious is the book divine 



124 
333 
87 
511 
539 
480 
129 
327 
683 
523 
84 
85 
739 
750 
526 
467 
731 
716 
658 
506 
135 
727 
626 
551 
721 
799 
64 
274 
536 
702 
22 
735 
79 
41 
67 
612 
277 
211 
417 
138 
786 
156 
175 
343 
361 
676 
216 
366 
394 
686 
267 
229 
354 
258 
346 
162 
111 
36 



How rich thy favors, God of grace 

How shall I my Saviour set forth....520, 

How shall the young secure their 

How strong is thy faith in the Saviour 
How sweet, how heavenly is the sight 
How 'sweetly flowed the gospel sound 
Howsweet the name of Jesus sounds.. 

How sweet the praise, how high 

How sweet to be allowed to pray ........ 

How sweet to leave the world awhile.. 

Howtender is thy hand 

How vain is all beneath the skies.. .155, 

How various and how new 

Humble souls, who seek salvation 

Hungry, and faint, and poor 

I arivcpming to the cross 

I am sinful; Lord to thee 

I am waiting for the Master 

I am waiting for the morning 

I ask not, Lord, for .less to bear 

I bless the Christ of God 

I bring my sins to thee 

I could not do without thee 

I gave my life for thee, my precious... 

If human kindness meets return 

If the name of the Saviour -.: 

If 'tis sweet to mingle where 

I have a home above 

I have friends across the river 

I have heard of the joy ...-. 

I hear the Saviour say 

I hear thy welcome voice ... 

I hope to meet you all in glory 

I know I love thee better 

I know that my Redeemer lives, and.. 
I know that my Redeemer lives, what 

I'll praise my Maker while I've 

I'll sing of that stream -... 

I love the volume of thy word 

I love thy kingdom, Lord 

I love to steal awhile away .; 

I love to tell the story 

I'm but a stranger here 

I'm coming back to Jesus 

I'm hot ashamed to own my Lord 

In all my ways, O God. 

In every trouble sharp and strong 

In every trying hour.. 

In expectation sweet 

In heavenly love abiding 

In memory of the Saviour's love 

In prayer together let us fall 

In sweet exalted strains 

In the Christian's home in glory... 

In the cross of Christ I glory...*..... 

In the desert of sorrow 

In the Lamb's book of life....... 



No. 

208 
831 
255 
688 
305 
128 
251 
103 
319 
130 
39!) 
783 
409 
504 
373 

597 
593 
709 
694 
730 
376 
590 
617 
621 
206 
782 
463 
406 
648 
769 
589 
586 
827 
774 
218 
107 

77 
776 

78 
418 
272 
613 
588 
812 
567 
371 
279 
369 
386 
474 
238 
117 
424 
704 
486 
723 
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I need thee every hour. .....,; 577 ; 

I saw away-worn traveler , 794 

I saw the cross of Jesus 610 

1 sing th' almighty power of God 31 

I think I should mourn 793 

[ will sing of my Redeemer.; 640 

I will sing you a song of that beautiful 708 

I will tell of the Saviour 764 

[ would not live always ; I ask not 541 

Is it far to the land of rest 690 

Is it for me, dear Saviour. 616 

It is good to be here 713 

I've found the pearl of greatest price.. 631 
I've reached the land of corn and wine 666 

Jehovah, God, thy gracious power 32 

Jehovah reigns, he dwells in light. 15 

Jehovah reigns, his throne is high 2 

Jerusalem, my glorious home 338 

Jerusalem, my happy home 331 

Jerusalem, the golden, I languish 614 

Jerusalem, the golden, with , 476 

Jesus, and shall it ever be 137 

Jesus, I am coming now 627 

Jesus, I live to thee 397 

Jesus, I love thy charming name 323 

Jesus, I my cross have 646 

Jesus, in thy transporting name 308 

Jesus invites his saints 379 

Jesus is tenderly calling for thee 781 

Jesus, I will trust thee 585 

Jesus, keep me near the cross :... 633 

Jesus, Lamb of God, for me 603 

Jesus, Lord, we look to thee 452 

Jesus, lover of my soul 606 

Jesus, merciful and mild 472 

Jesus, my Lord, to thee 811 

Jesus only, when the morning. 494 

Jesus, Saviour, pilot me 601 

Jesus shall reign where'er the sun 95 

Jesus, the loving Shepherd 817 

Jesus, the spring of joys divine 150 

Jesus, thou art the sinner's Friend ..26, 563 

Jesus, thou Shepherd of the sheep 142 

Jesus, thou source of calm repose 71 

Jesus wept: those tears are over 533 

Jesus, where'er thy people meet 131 

Joy to the world, the Lord is come 81 

Just across the silent river 835 

Just as I am, without one plea 557, 813 

Just over the river 771 

Kindred in Christ, for his dear sake 145 

Kingdoms and thrones to God belong 6 
King Jesus, reign for evermore 113 

" Land ahead! " Its fruits are waving... 710 

Lead/kindly Light! amid th' 547 

Lead me, O my heavenly Father. 714 



No, 

Lead us, heavenly Father, lead us ...... 660 

Let every mortal ear attend... 235 

Let me but hear my Saviour say 144 

Let men their songs employ....... ;. 365 

Let party names no more. 351. 787 

Let the holy name of Jesus 761 

Let thoughtless thousands choose 159 

Let us gather up the sunbeams 746 

Like the eagle, upward, "onward 503 

Life is like a sunlit stream. 765 

Life is one continued battle 637 

Life is the time to serve the Lord 559 

Listen, sinner, mercy hails you 661 

Lo! God is here let us adore 116 

Lo! he comes with clouds 532 

Long as I live I'll praise thy name 37 

Long I was a wanderer 584 

Look, ye saints : the sight is glorious ... 525 

Lord, all I am is known to thee...I 254 

Lord, as to thy dear cross we flee 303 

Lord, at this closing hour 381 

Lord, at thy table we behold 263 

Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing, bid 491 
Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing, fill 530 

Lord, I believe; thy power I own 570 

Lord, I care not for riches 758 

Lord, I delight in thee 6i 

Lord, in this sacred hour.... 391 

Lord, in whose might the Saviour trod 324 

Lord Jesus, I long to be 673 

Lord, lead the way the Savior went 246 

Lord, let thy spirit penetrate 40 

Lord, now we part in thy blest name.. 125 

Lord of hosts, to thee we raise 442 

Lord of our highest love 403 

Lord of the worlds above 422 

Lord thou hast won 342 

Lord, weak and impotent I stand 645 

Lord, we come before thee now 444 

Lord, with glowing heart I'll praise.... 516 

Lord, when my raptured thought' 304 

Lord, while for all mankind we pray.. 47 

Lord, whom winds and seas obey 447 

Love divine, all love excelling 508 

Love for all! and can it be 592 

Lo! the army of our King. 712 

Lo! what a glorious sight appears 345 



Majestic sweetpess sits enthroned 311 

Make channels for the streams of love 321 

Mary to the Saviour's tomb 605 

May the grace of Christ our Saviour... 655 

Mercy alone can meet my case 289 

'Mid scenes of confusion, and 682 

Mighty Rock, whose towering 808 

More holiness give me 580 

More like Jesus 670 

More love to thee, O Christ ~ 575 
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Morning breaks upon the tomb 

Mourn for the thousands 

Must Jesus bear the cross alone 

My country, 'tis of thee 

My days are gliding swiftly by 

My dear Redeemer and my Lord ........ 

My faith looks up to thee 

My Father is rich.. 

My Father, to thy mercy-seat 

My God, and is thy table spread 

My God, how endless is thy love! 

My God, my Father blissful name 

My God, my heari with love inflame... 

My God, my Strength, my Hope 

My God, the spring of all my joys 

My gracious Lord, I own thy right 

My gracious Redeemer I love 

My hope is built on nothing less 

My only Saviour, when I feel..... 

My Prophet thou, my heavenly guide 

My Redeemer walks beside me 

My Saviour, as thou wilt 

My spirit longs for thee 

My spirit 011 thy care 

My soul, be on thy guard 

My soul, how lovely is the place.... .... 

My soul, it is thy God 

My soul, repeat his praise 

My soul shall bless thee, O my God 

My times are in thy hand 

Nearer, my God, to thee 

Nearer the cross 

Night with ebon pinion 

No change of time shall ever 

No eye has seen 

Not all the blood of beasts 

Not all the nobles of the earth 

Now be my heart inspired to sing. 

Now begin the heavenly theme 

Now for a song of lofty praise 

Now, from labor and from care 

Now is th' accepted time 

Now let our cheerful eyes survey 

Now let our souls on wings sublime ... 

Now the shades of night are gone 

Now to the Lord who makes us know 

O bless the Lord, my soul, -his 

O bow thine ear, eternal One 

' brothers do your feet grow weary.... 

0, conie, loud anthems let us sing 

could I find from day to day 

O could I speak the matchless worth . 

O do not let the word depart .. .. 

O Father, though the anxious fear...... 

O for a closer walk with God..... 

O for a faith that will not shrink .!...... 



No. 
466 
846 
564 
432 
644 
169 
578 
795 
290 
849 
127 
291 
151 
416 
269 
167 
521 

75 
184 

72 
741 
479 
591 
356 
384 
232 
407 

53 

26 
395 

575 
804 
534 
163 
751 
372 
176 
104 
438 
19 
604 
385 
248 
171 
45? 
121 

50 
118 
743 
106 
247 
192 
560 
271 
275 
273 



Na 

O for a heart to praise my God 268 

O for an overcoming faith 313 

O for a thousand tongues to sing. ... 199 

O for a strong, a lasting faith 157 

O God, my heart is fully bent..... 220 

O God of Bethel, by whose hand 237 

God, our help in ages past 25 

God, unchanging fount of good 334 

God, unseen, yet ever near :.298, 755 

O happy day that fixed my choice 556 

O happy they who know the Lord 250 

how divine, how sweet the joy 231 

O how kindly hast thou led me 515 

O, I wonder when Jesus is coming 756 

O land of rest, for thee I sigh 296, 628 

O Lord, how happy should we be 194 

O love beyond conception great 11 

O love beyond pur highest 738 

O love divine, how sweet thou art 195 

O love divine, that stooped to share.... 139 

O love of God, how strong and true 66 

O peace of God, sweet peace of God 154 

O render thanks to God above 102 

O silvery sea 796 

sometimes the shadows are deep 667 

O source divine and life of all 110 

O suffering Friend of human kind 186 

O sweet employ, to sing and trace 191 

O the precious love of Jesus 643 

O think of the home over there 698 

thou Fount of every blessing 653 

O thou, my Light, my Life, my Joy ... 202 
thou who driest the mourner's tear 276 

O thou who hast my ransom 801 

O thou whose own vast temple 29 

O turn you, O turn you, for thy will .. 679 

what amazing words of grace 572 

when shall I see Jesus 608 

where are the reapers 669 

O where shall rest be found 402 

worship the King all-glorious above 42 

O'er the gloomy hills of darkness 527 

Oft in sorrow, oft in woe... 455 

Once more, my soul, the rising day 205 

Once more, before we part 415 

One step at a time 770 

One there is, above all others 496 ; 

On Jordan's stormy banks I stand 573 

Only waiting till the shadows 513 

Only waiting, only waiting. 826 

On the mountain's top appearing. 524 ' 

On that shore, on that bright 837 

Onward, Christian, though the region 488 



On what are you building. 
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On Zion's gloiious summit stood 190 

Our blest Redeemer, ere he breathed.;. 310 

Our Father in heaven...; ...- 675 

Our heavenly Father calls.......... ........ 360 
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Oar Lord is risen from the dead 

Our Saviour bowed beneath the wave 
Our souls are in the Saviour's hand.... 

Oijt of sadness into gladness 

Over Jordan we shall meet...... 

v 

Pass me not, gentle Saviour 

Past the toil, the pain, the conflict 

Peace! the welcome sound proclaim ... 
Peace, troubled soul, whose plaintive- 
Planted in Christ, the living vine 

Plunged in a gulf of dark despair 

Praise God from whom all blessings... 
Praise, my soul, the King of heaven ... 

Praise the God of all creation :.... 

Praise the Lord, his glories show 

Praise the Lord, ye heavens adore him 
Praise the Lord, ye saints adore him. . 

Praise the Saviour, all ye nations 

Praise to God, immortal praise 

Praise to thee, thou great Creator. 

Praise ye the Lord, 'tis good to raise ... 

Precious Bible, what a treasure 

Precious promise God hath given 

Prince of peace! control my will 

Proclaim, saith Christ, my wondrous- 
Purer in heart, O God 

Purer yet and purer. 

Raise your triumphant songs 

Redeemed from guilt, redeemed 

Rejoice and be glad: the Redeemer..... 

Rest for the toiling hand 

Return, O wanderer, now return 

Riss, glorious Leader, rise .... 

Rise, my soul, pursue the path 

Rock of Ages, cleft for me ....545, 

Safely through another week 

Saints of God, the dawn..... 

Salvation! Oh, the joyful sound.. ..212, 
Saviour, breathe an evening blessing... 

Saviour, grant me rest and 

Saviour, more than life to me 

Saviour, teach me day by day 451, 

Saviour, thy dying love 

Saviour, thy law we love 

Scorn not lie slightest word or deed- 
See how the rising sun 

Servant of God,, well done .-. 

Servants of God ! in joyful lays 

Shall we gather at the river 

She loved her Saviour; and to him 

Shepherd of thy little flock 

Shout the tidings of salvation 

Silently the shades of evening 

Silent night! hallowed night 

Since I can read my title clear.- ..-. 



No. 
89 
180 
252 
720 
620 

632 
745 
468 
189 
224 
293 
711 
529 
518 
448 
431 
482 
489 
440 
483 
105 
80 
638 
457 
234 
574 
582 

55 
96 
549 
405 
565 
431 
243 
600 

460 
757 
851 
493 
749 
624 
789 
583 
383 
301 
378 
390 
10 
699 
325 
441 
634 
492 
544 
295 



No. 

Sing all ye ransomed of the Lord 225 

Sing of Jesus 836 

Sing them over again to me 599 

Sinner, hear the invitation 654 

Sinners, turn why will you die 594 

Sinners, come to Christ the Saviour.... 678 
Sinners spill you scorn the message.... 656 

Sister, thou wast mild and lovely 505 

Sleep not, soldier of the cross 454 

Sleep thy last sleep, free from 542 

Softly and tenderly 814 

Softly now the light of day 453 

Soldiers of Christ, arise 359 

Some day, some day 800 

Songs of immortal praise belong 30 

Songs of praise awoke the morn 436 

Sooner or later. ....1 753 

Soon may the last glad song arise 112 

Soon the evening shadows falling 639 

So tender, so precious 581 

Soul, a Saviour thou art 816 

Soul, then know thy full salvation 647 

Sound, sound the truth abroad 430 

Sound the battle cry..... 842 

Sovereigji Ruler of the skies 445 

Sowing in the morning. 687, 763 

Sowing the seed by the day light, fair... 700 

Sow in the' morn thy seed 388 

Stand up, stand up for Jesus 609 

Stealing from the world away 450 

Sun of my soul, thou Saviour dear..... 168 
Sweet hour of prayer, sweet hour of... 553 

Sweet is the memory of thy grace 33 

Sweet is the work, my God, my King 21 

Sweet the moments, rich in 499 

Swell the anthem, raise the song 449 

Take me, O my Father, take me 51T 

Take my heart, O Father mold it 497 

Take the name of Jesus with you 641 

Tarry with me, O my Saviour 691 

Teach me, my God and King 387 

That awful day will surely come 850 

The angels that watched round the 519 

The Bible reveals a glorious land 692 ( 

The evening shades are falling. 618 

Thee we adore, eternal Lord 5 

Thee we adore, O gracious Lord 134 

The God of harvest praise... 434 

The great Physician now is near. 657 

The heavens declare thy glory, Lord... 69 

The kingdoms of earth 729 

The Lord himself doth condescend 552 

The Lord is King, lift up thy voice 17 

The Lord is my Sheplierd 790, 818 

The Lord is my Shepherd, no 674 

The Lord is my Shepherd, (Chant) 818 

The Lord is risen 726 
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The Lord Jehovah reigns, let all.. 

The Lord my pasture shall prepare..... 

The Lord my Shepherd is 

The Lord, who kno\ys full well 

The Lord will come, the earth shall.... 

The love of Jesus...... < 

The morning light is breaking..: 

The peace which God alone reveals 

The promises I sing 

The Saviour bids thee watch and pray 
The Saviour, O what endless charms... 
The Saviour, risen to-day, we praise.... 

Hie spacious firmament on high 

There stands a Rock, on shores of....'... 
The tempter to my soul hath said....... 

The time ordained of God 

The voyage has been weary........... 

There are lights by the shore 

There is a fountain filled with blood... 

There is a gate 

There is a habitation 

There is a land celestial 

There is a land of pure delight 

There is a name I love to hear:.:... .' 

There is a place 

There is an hour of hallowed 

There is an hour of peaceful :. 

There is joy in heaven , 

There is no love like .-. 

There is no friend like Jesus 

There is rest for the weary 

There's a home with the saints 

There's a land that is fairer than day.. 

There's a rod above the ocean 

There's a wonderful story 

There's much we can do 

There's not a tint that paints the 

There's nothing bright above, below... 

There were ninety and nine that 

They are going only going 

They're gathering homeward 

Thine forever God of love 

Think gently of the erring one 

This is the day the first ripe sheaf ...... 

*This is the day the Lord hath made.... 

'This is the glorious day 

Thou art gone to the grave 

Thou art my hiding place, Lord 

Thou art my portion, O my God 

Thou art, God, the life and light.. ... 
Thou art our Shepherd, glorious God. 

Thou art the way, to thee alone 

Thou, from whom we never part 

Though all the world my choice 

Though troubles assau, and dangers .. 
Though waves and storms go o'er my. 

Thou only Sovereign of .my heart 

Thou Saviour, from thy throne on 



No. 
52 
73 

368 

412 

16 

724 

Gil 

136 

428 

253 

282 

214 

68 

561 

161 

803 

805 

744 

562 

807 

619 

828 

332 

318 

784 

266 

330 

788 

724 

615 

821 

829 

697 

844 

762 

734 

302 

100 

703 

-514 

833 

473 

320 

203 

207 

358 

, 543 

259 

. 309 

, 70 

. 306 

. 285 

. 439 

. 166 

. 540 

. 74 

. 140 

. 17 



Chou source of life and light... .* 

Chou who roll'st the year around.. ~... 
Chrough the love of God otir Saviour 

Chus far the Lord has led me on ~.. 

Chy foo 4 tsteps, Lord, with joy we 

Thy goodness. Lord, our souls confess 
Chy kingdom, Lord, forever stands..... 

Chy name, Almighty Lord 

Thy precious side was riven ..... 

Thy will be" done, (Chant) 

Thy worthiness is all our song 

'Till he come! " O let the words 

Time is winging us away.........: 

'Tis heaven begun below 

Tis midnight: and on Olive's.. 

'Tis my happiness below^........ 

'Tis religion that can give.. ... 

'Tis religion that can give in the light 

To bless thy chosen race 

Today if you will hear his voice 

Today the Saviour calls..., 

To God, the only wise, our Saviour.,... 

To God, the only wise, to Jesus .... 

To God, the only wise, Avho .keeps 

To him that loved the sons of men 

To him who did salvation bring .... 

Tomorrow, Lord, is thine 

To our Redeemer's glorious name 

To thee, my heart, eternal King 

To the work! to the work! we are 

To thy temple we repair .... 

To us a child of hope is born 

Triumphant Lord, thy goodness 

Triumphant Zion ! lift thy head .- 

Trust on, trust on 

~ by an order from the Lord. 



"Unshaken as the sacred hill 

Vouchsafe, -O Lord, thy presence now.. 

We are joyously voyaging. 

We are living, we are dwelling 

We are on our journey home : 

We are sailing on the ship 

We are waiting by the river ... 

We givs thee but thine own 

We have met rum's grim - 

We have no home but heaven 

Welcome, delightful morii 

Welcome, sweet day of rest 

Welcome, ye hopeful heirs of heaven., 
We praise thee, God, for the Son .... 
We're going home no more to roam ... 

We saw thee not 

We scatter seed with careless hand 

We shall reach the river side-... 

We sing the Saviour's wondrous 



No. 

370 
469 
663 
141 

98 
297 

28 

56 
715 
839 

90 
54C 
685 
347 
182 
456 
595 
773 
353 
148 
596 

60 
425 
367 
201 
341 
392 
219 
109 
689 
446 

82 

23 
120 
728 

65 

307 
329 

748 
484 
538 
830 
791 
363 
845 
477 
420 
350 
143 
550 
625 
742 
623 
840 
210 
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We speak of the realms of the blest, 535, 

We wait the coining of the Lord 1 

We'll take our stand for the youth..... 

What a Friend we have in Jesus 

What care I for fame's opinion".. 

What could your Redeemer do 

What glory gilds the sacred page 

What grace,- Lord, and' beauty 

What shall I render to my God... 

When adverse winds and waves arise .. 

When all thy mercies, O my God 

When blooming youth is snatched 

When earthly things have.. 

When I survey the wondrous cross..... 
When Jesus dwelt in mortal clajr. ...... 

When Jesus rules ......'. .'... 

When languor and disease invade 

When marshaled on the nightly plain 

When the harvest is past. ...:. 

When the mists have rolled .... 

When the storms of life are raging 

When the waiting time 

When thou, my righteous Judge 

When we hear the music ringing 

When we the sacred grave survey 

Where'er our path may lead 

Where'er thou goest, I will go ,.... 

While I hear life's surging billows 

While in sweet communion feeding ... 

While Jesus whispers to you 

While life prolongs its precious light- 
While my Redeemer's near 

While o'er our guilty land, O Lord 

While shepherds watched their flocks- 



No. 

766 
792 
843 
629 
664 
607 

39 
281 
230 

76 

48 
328 
802 
133 
177 
747 
265 

88 
780 
649 
.636 
810 
340 
701 
146 
768' 
571 
665 
498 
815 
181 
413 
119 

83 



.*."". No. 
While thee I seek.....^..........^...... ....... 335 

Who are these in bright array ............ 471 

Who is oh the Lord's side.. 732 

Who is this ...; 820 

"Whosoever heareth," shout, shout ... 672 

Whcso heareth and doeth 797 

Will your anchor hold 725 

With deepest reverarice at thy throne.. 9 

Within the holy book of life 759 

Within thy house, O Lord our God 204 

With joy we meditate the grace 270 

With joy we own thy servant 312 

With one consent let all the earth 14 

With sacred joy we lift our eyes 217 

With songs and honors sounding. 347 

Work, for the night is coming 630 

Worship, honor, glory, blessing 485 

Ye Christian heralds, go, proclaim 123 

Ye men and angels, witness now 568 

Ye messengers of Christ 380 

Ye nations round the earth rejoice 91 

Ye servant? of God, your master 43 

Ye servants' of the Lord 377 

Yes, for me, for me he careth 650 

Yes, he kncws the way is dreary. ..:.... 652 

Yes, I will bless thee, O my God... 46 

Yes! the Redeemer rose 429 

Yes, we trust fhe day is breaking 531 

Ye wretched, bungry, starving 294 

Yield not to temptation...- 705 



Zion awake; th7* strength renew 94 
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